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0f The moft lamentable Remaine 

[Tragcdic of Titus Andronicus : As it was plaid 
fey the right honorable the Earle ofDarbic, Earle 
of Pembrooke, and Earle of SufTe% 
their Scruants* 

Enter the Tribune* emd Senatour sAoft t And then enter 
Saturninus end h’tfoUeweri atenedme t rfodBaflianuS andhis 
foHtwerstVmh Drum end Trumpets „ 

Saturninus* 

N Oble Patricians, Patrons of my righe, . *• 

Defend thciufticc of my c?ufe witharraes. 
AndCountrymenmJrlouing followers. 

Plead my fucccffiue title with your fwords i 
I am his firft borne fonne, that was the laft 
That ware the lmperiall Diadem of Rome. 

Then let my fathers honours liue in mee, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignitie. 

BaJJtanus. 

Romaines, friends, followers, fauourers of my rights 
If euerS ajfianus Cafars fonne. 

Were gracious in the eyes of royall Rome, 

Keepe then this pafTage to the Capitoll, 

And fuffer not dishonour to approch. 

The imperial! feat to vertue, confecrate 
Toiuftice, continence, and Nobilitic: .’ ;J ' 

But let defert in pure ele&ion fhine. 

And Romaines fight for fr sedorne in your choice^ 

A % Mantft 








The moft U nmkUs TrJgedk 

^Ulfarcut Andronicuswilh the Crowe* 
Princes that ftriueby fattions and by friends 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empcric, 

Know thatthe people of Rome for whome we ftand 
A fpeciall Partie.haue by common voyce, 
IneleftionfortheRomainc Emperic 
Chofen AstdrosHeusifurttatned Pint, 

For many good and great defertstoRonse s 
A nobler man , a brauer warriour, 

Liues rot this day within the Citty walls. 

Heby theSenateis accited home, 

From weary warres again!! the barbarous Gothes, 
That with his fonnes ( a terror to our foes ) - _ 

Hath yoakt a nation itrong,traind Vpin Armes, 
Tenne yeares arefpentfihce firft he vndertooke 
Thiscaufeof Rome, and chaftifed with Armes 
Our enemies pride : Fiue times he hath return J 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fonnes 
In Cotfinsf rom the field, 

And now at laft, laden with honours fpoiles 
Returmsthe good A adrenic us to Rome, 

Renowned Titus flourilhing ; in Armes, 

Let vs intreat by honour ofhis name , 

"Whome worthily you would hauenow fiicceede, 

And m the Gapitoll and Senates rrght, 

Whome you pietend-to honour and adore. 

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength, 
t)ifmi(?fc your followers, and as filters fitould, 

Plead ylur deferts in peace and humbicnes. 

^ SAturnmw . 

How fajjie the Tribune fpeakes to calmc my thoughts^ 

f : i}ajr*n«r . 

M,.reut A»drmcus t Co i doe affie, 



of Tim Anekronicusl 

In thy vprightne* and integrity,' 

Andfolloueand honour thee and thine. 

Thy noble brother 'Titus and his fonnes. 

And her to whome my thoughts are humbled all, 

Gracious Lauwsa, Romes rich Ornament, 
Thatlwillheercdifmiflemylouing friends i 
A nd tomy fortunesand the peoples fauour. 

Commit m.y caufe in ballance to be waid. Exit Seuldittf, 

Saturnisms', 

Friends, thathauebeene thus forward in my right, 

I thankeyou all, and heere difmiflc you all. 

And to theloucand fauour ofmy Country, 

Commit my fclfe, my per/on , and the caufe, 

Rome be as iu ft and gracious vnto me. 

As lam confidentandkinde to thee. 
Openthcgarcsandletmcin. 

’JSaJcttws, Tribunes and me a poore Competitor, 

They gee vp me the Senate hen/e* 

Enter a Captain*, 

Romaines make way, thejjood Andr emeus „ 

Patron of vertue, Romes beft Champion: 

Succesfull in the battailes that he fightes, 

M-ith honour and with fortune is returnd. 

From where hcfircumfcribedwith his fword. 

And brought toyoake theeneraicsofRome. 

Sound Drummer and Trumpets, and then enter two ef Titus 
founts, and then two men hearing a Coffm cotter edwith black*, these 
tVro other fonnes t t hen Titus A ndrcnicus.-o/d then Taroora the 
Quetne vfC other and her itr of onsets, Chiron ^Demetrius,. 
mth Aron the More>atsd othttt^u many M canke^hesefetdewrsc 
the C 'gen; and Tim /peart's, 
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Tbe mofl lamentable Trage die 

Tit ftu Haile Rome, Victorious in thy moumining foeed*» 
Loe as the barkc that hath difchargd his fraught, 

Returnes with precious lading to the bay. 

From w hence at firft (he waycd her anchorage; 

Commeth Andromcm bound with Lawrellbewe% 

U To rcfalute his country with his teares, 

Teares of true ioy for his returne to Rome, 

Thou gueat defender of this Capitol!, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 
Romaines,offiueand twenty valiant Tonnes, 

Halfe of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poore remaincs aliue and dead ! 

Thefe that iuruiue, let Rome reward with lone : 

Thefc that I bring vnto thcirlatefthomc. 

With buriall amongft their aunccftors. 

Heere Oothcs haue giuen me leaue to (heath my 
Ti/»Jvnkindc,andcarelesofthineowne, • 

Why fufferft thou thy fonne* vnburied yet, 

' To houer on the drcadfull (hore of Stix? 

Make way to lay them by their brctheren, 

They open the Tymbe. 

' There greetein filence as the dead are wont, 

Andfleepein peace, flaine in your Countries warres t 
O facred receptacle ofmy ioyes. 

Sweet Cell of vertue and Nobilitie, 

How many fonnes ofraine haft thou in ftore, 

That thou wilt neucr render to memore ? - 

Lucius . Giue vs the proudeft prifoner of the Gothes, 

That we may hew his limbcs, and on a pile 
Ad w)rf»*//rj»/r*w,facrificehisHefli : 

Before this earthy prifon of their bonc% 

That fo the (hadowes be not vnapeafd, 

Nor wc difturbd with prodigies on earth. * 

Twit 



of T itus Androtticus, 

r Titus* I glue him you, the noblcft that furuftift, 
The eldeft fonneof h's diftrefled Queenc. 

T^wo.StayRomaine brethren, gracious conquercfg 
Victorious Titus ■, rue the teares I (hed, 

A motherstcarcs in paffion for her fonne : 

And if thy fonnes were euer deerc to thee. 

Oh thinke my fonne to be as deereto race. 

Suffice th not that we are br ough t to Rome 
To bcautifiethy triumphs, and returne 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 

Butmuft tny fonnes beflaughtered in theftreetes. 

For valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? 

O if to fight for king and common weale, 
Wcrepietyin thine, it is in thefe: 

Andronicus ftainenot thy tombe wkh blood.. 

Wilt thou draw neereihe haturcofthcGodsV 
Draw neere them-then in being mercifiill . 

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge. 

Thrice noble Titus (pare my firft bornefonnf* 

Titus . Patient y our fclfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe are their brethren, whome you Gothes beheld 
A liuc and dead, and for their brctheren flaine, 
Religioufly theyaskfa faerifice : 

To this your fonne is mark t and die he muft, 

T’appeafe their groning (hadowes that are gone* 
[Lucius. Away with him and make a fire ftraight. 
And with our fwortfsYponapilcofwood* 
let i hew his limbcs till they be dcaoe confuntde* 

Exit Titus / tunes with Alar bus* 

Tafuora. O cruell irreligious piety. 

Chiron. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbarous? 

2W. Oppoftnot Scythia to ambitious Rome, 
Alar bus goes to reft, and we furuiue, 

To tremble vndcr Taut th re awning lock q, 



Then 







. The mod lamentable Tragedk 

Then Madam (land refolu’djbut hope withal!, 
Thcfelfe fame Gods thatarmdetheQueencofTroy 
With oportunitie of fharpe reuenge 
Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his T cut, 

May fauour T^we/dtheQuccnc ofGothes» 

( WhcnGothes were Gothes,and Tamara was Qucene) 
To quitthe bloody wrongs vpon her foes. 

Enter the Jomet of Andromcui again*, 

Lucius , See Lord and father how wehaaepttformdl 
Our RomainerighteS, Ahrbushmbt are lopt, 

And intrals feede the facrififing fire, 

Whofe fmoke hke incenfe doth perfume the skie« 
Remaineth nought but to interreour bretbereo, 

And with lo wd larutns welcome them to RomCc 
Titus . Let it be fo, andlc* Andrenicus 
Make this his lateft farewell to theyr foules« 

Sound trumpets^andlaj the Coffin in the Tombe'% 

In peace and honour reft y ou heere my fonnes, 
Romes readieft Champions, repofe y ou here in reft, 

Secure from worldly chaunces and milhaps : 

Here furks no treafon, here no enuiefwels. 

Here grow no damned grudgges,hcrc arc no ftormes* 
No noyfe, but filence andeternall fleen^ 

In peace and honour reft you heere my tonnes* 

Enter Lauinta, 

Lasts, In peace and honour, liue Lord Titus long, 

My noble Lord and Father liue in fame s , 

Locat this Tombc m y tributar ie teares* 

I render for my brcthcrcns obfequies t 
And at thy fecte I knoele, with teares of ioy 
Shed on the earth tor thy returne to %j>nte, 

O blefle me heere with thy vicarious hand, 
whole fortunes Romes beft Cittizens applauld. 

Tumi Kind 2^»*,thathaft thus loumgly refetude 



of Titus Andronicus, 

The cord i all of mine age to glad my hart, 

Lauinia liue, outliue thy fathers dayes, 

And Fames eternall date for vertues praife.’ 

Marcus, Long liue Lord Titus , my beloued brother*, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes ofRome. 

Titus. Thankes gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus 
Marcus. And welcome Nephcwsfrom fucceffull wars. 
You that fiiruiuc, and you that fleepe in fame : 
FaireLordsyoux fortunes are alikein all, 

That in your Countries fcruice drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph isthisfunerall pompc. 

That hath afpirde to Salons happines, 
Andtriumphsouerchaunceinhonorsbed. 

Titus An dram cus i the people ofRome, 
Whofcfriendiniufticethouhafteuerbenc, 

Send thee by me their Tribune and their truft. 

This Palliament of white and fpotleffe hue, 

And name thee in election for the Empire, 

With thefc our late deccafed Empcrours fonnes : 

Be findsdatus then,and putit on, 

Andhclpetofet a head on headlesRome. 

Titus, A better head her glorious body fits* 

Then his, that lhakes for age and fecblencs : 

What ftiould I d’on this robe and troublcyou, v 

Be chofen with proclamations to day, 

To morrow y ecld vp rule, refigne my life* 

And fetabroad new bu fines for you all. • ■' 

Rome 1 haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares , 

Andlcd my Countries ftrength fuccesfully. 

And buried one and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knighted in Field, flaip« manfully in Armes, 

In right and feruice of their noble Countrie : 

Giue mca ftaffe of Hononrfor mine age. 

But not a Icepter to controule the world, 

R Ypright 




Tketnoft lamentable T ragcdfc 

Vpvight he held it Lords, that held it lad. 

Athens. 7>'f»j,thou fhaltobtaineand aske theEmperie. 

ProudandambitiousTribunecanftthou tell? 
Titus. Patience Prince Satutninus. 

Satur ♦ Romaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your fwords and flieath them not 
Till Satuminui be Romes Etnperour : 

Andronicus would thou wert Ihipt to hell, 

Rather thenrob meof the peoples harts. 

Lucius. Saturnine, interrupter of the good 

That noble minded Titus tneancs to thee. 

Titus. Content thee Prince, I will redore to thee 
Thepeoples harts, and wcane them from therafelues. 

B^fsian. An As o me us, I doe not flatter thee, 

But honour thee, and will do till 1 die: 

My faftionif thou ftrengthen with thy friend, 

I will mod tharikfull be, and thanks to men 
Of noble mindes, is honorable ffleede. 

Thus. People of Rome, an d peoples T ribunes here, 

I aske yourvoyces and your fuffrages. 

Will you bedow them friendly on Andronicu^ 

Tribunes. Togratifiethc good Andro/ucuiy 
Andgratulatehis fafereturneto P^ome, 

The people will accept whome he admits. 

Thus, Tribunes I thanke you, and this futelmake, 
That you create yourEmpcrours eldeftfonne, 

Lord Saturnine % whofc vertues will 1 hope, 
Rcfle&on'2(jJWf as Tytans ra yes on earth, 

And ripen iudice in this common wcale : 

Then ifyou will eleft by my aduife, 

Crowne him, and fay, long liueour Empcrour. 

Marcus. iAn. With voyccs and ipplaufc of cuery fort, 

Patricians and Plebeans wc create 
Lord Saturtmus Romes great Empcrour. 



of Titus An dronicus* 

And fay , hong Hue ourEmperour Saturnine. ^ 

Saturn. Titus Andronicus, tot thy fauours done, 

To vs in our cleftion this day, 

1 giuc thee thankes in part of thy deferts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentlenei s 
And for an onfet Titus to aduancc 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 

Lauinia will I make my Empreflc, 

^owwroyall Miftris, Miftris of my hart, 

And in the facred Pat ban her efpoufe ♦ 

Tell me Andromtus doth this motion pleafc theef 
Titus. It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match, 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grace. 

And heerein fight of Rome,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander ofour common weale. 

The wide worlds Empcrour, doe Iconfecrate, 

My fword,my Chariot, and my prifoners, . 

Prefents well worthy Romes imperiall Lord : 

Receiuc them then, the tribute that I owe, 

Mine honours Enfigncs humbled at thy feete* 

Satur. Thankes noble Titui, Father of my life, 

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts 
RomeQt tall record, and when 1 do forget 
The lead of thefe vnfpeakable defer ts, 

Romans forget your feal tie to me. 

Titus. Now Madam arc you prifoner to an Empcrour, 

To him chat for your honour and your date, 

Will vfe you nobly and your followers. 

S atur. A gooly Lady , tr ud me of the hue 
That I would cboofe, were! tochoofe a new : 

Cleere vpfaire Qjiecne that cloudy countenance, 

Though chanceof War hath wroughtthis change ofcheerc, 
Thou comfl not to be made a fcoi nc in Rome: 

Princtly (hall be thy vfage euery way. 
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7 be mofl lamentable Tragedie 

Reflonmy word.andlet not difcontent 
Daunt all yoiir hopes: Madame he comforts you. 

Can makeyou greater then theQueeneof Gothesi 
Lauinia you are not difplcafd with this. 

Lautuia. Notlmy Lord,fith true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. 

Satur. Thankes fweete Lauima, Romansletys »oc, 
Raunfomles heere we fet our prifoners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum. 
JBafsianus. Lord Thus by your lcaue k this maid isminc. i 
Titus. How fir, are you in earned then my Lord? 
Bafsia. I noble Ti/wJ.andrefolu’d withall, 

To doe my felfe this reafon and this right. 

Marcus, Suurn cuiquam is our JR orbane iuftice, 

This Prince iniuRice ceazcth but his owne. 

Lucius. And that he will and lhall, if Lucius liue. 

Titus. Tray tors auaunt, where is the Emperour, gard? 
Trcafon my Lord, Laumiah furprifdc, 

Satur. Surprifdc, by whome? 

Bafsta. By him that iufHy may 
Be arc his betrothd.frora all the world away; 

^JMutiut, Brothers helpe to conucy her hence away, 
And withtny fword lie keepe this doorefafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and He foonc bring her back, 
Mutiut. My Lord you paflcnotheere, 

Titus, What villaine boy, batfl me my way in Rome? 
Mutiut Helpe Lucius helpe. He kills him. 

Lucius . My Lord you are vniufl, and more then fo, 

In wrongfull quarrcll you hauc flaine your fonne, 

T it us. Nor thou, nor he are any fon nes of mine. 

My Ibnnes would neuer fo dishonour me. 

Tray tor reftorc Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you w ill but not to be his wife. 

That is another s lawfijlJpromiRloue. 

inter 



of Titus AndYonicui, 

Enter (ttyt the Emperour with Tamora and her two 
fo»nes% and Aren the Moor to 

Emperour , No Titus, no, the Emperourneeds her not, 
Nor her,nor thee, nor any of thy Rock? : 

He truR by leifure him that mocks mepnee, 

Thee neuer, nor thy trayterous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all thus to di (honour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a Rale 

But Saturnine i ¥u\lv/e\\-ud»dronicut 

Agree thefe deeds, with that proud braggeof thine, 

That faidft I begd the Empireat thy hands. 

Titus. O monflrous, what rcprochfull words a re thefe? 
Satur. But goethy waycs.goegiuethat changing peece, 
To him that flourilht for her with his fword ; 

A valiant fonne in laW thou fhalt enioy, 

One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefle fonnes. 

To ruffle in the Common- wealth ofRomc. 

Titus. Thefe words arc razors tomy wounded hart. 

Sfktut And thereforclouely Tamora Quccoe of Gothes, 
That like the Rately Thehe raongfl her Nirophs, 

Doll ouerfhine the gallant’fl Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pJeafd with this my fodajnc choyfc. 

Behold I chocfe thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will create cheeEuopercfleofRome. 

Spcake QueeneofGothes doR thou applaud my choyfc? 
And heere I fweare by all the Romainc Gods, 

S»th Priefl and holy water are foneere, 

And tapersburne fo bright, and euery thing 
Inreadinesfor Hymeneus Rand, 

1 wdlnot refalute the Rrect* of Rome, 

Or climenoy Pailace,til from forth this place, 
Jleadcfpoufdemy Bride along with ms. 

T amoraT And heere in fight of heauen to Rome 1 fweare. 
If Saturnine aduancc, the Qu«ene of Gothes, 
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The mojl lamentable T ragedie 

She wiU a handmaid be to his defires, 

A louing Nurfe, a Mother to his youth. 

Sat. Afcend fairc Queene, Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 

Sent by the heauens for Prince Saturnine, 

Whofe wildomehath her Fortune conquered. 

There fhall we conlummate our fpoufall rites. 

Exeunt omntt, 

Titus. I am not bid to waitcvpdn thisBride, 

Thus when west thou wont to walke alone, 

Dilhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs’ 

Enter Marcus and Thus formes. 

Marcus. O Titus fee ! O fee w hat thou halt done! 

In a bad quarrell (Line a vertuous fonne. 

Titus. Nofoolilh Tribune, no : No'fonneofmine, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede, 

That liarh dilhonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and rnworthy fonnes. 

Lucius. But let vs giue him buriall asbccomes: 

Giue Mutius buriall with our bretheien. 

Titus. Tray tors away, he refts not in this tombe j 
This monument Hue hundreth y cares hath flood. 

Which I haue fumptuoufly reedified : 

Hecrenone but Souldiersand Ronacs Seruitors, 
Repofeinfamc :None bafelyflaine inbraules, 

Bury him where you can he comes not hcere. 

Marcus. My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My Nephew (Mutius deeds do plead for him. 

He muft be buried with his brethcren, 

Titus two fonntsfpcaket. 

And (hall, or him we will accompany. 

Titus. And (hall! What villain* was it fpakc that word? 
Titus fonne fpeak.es* 

He that would vouch it ia any place butheerc. 

Titus, 




of Thu* Andr omens, 

Titus What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus . No noble Titus but intreat ofthcc. 

To pardon Mutius , and to bury him. 

Titus. (Marcus, Euen thou haft ftrokevpon my creft. 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounded. 

My foes Idoc repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

3. Some. Hcis not with himfelfe, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne . Not I till Mutius bones be buried. 

The brother and the founts kneels. 
LMarcus.BtothcTffor in thatname doth nature plead 
l.Sonne, Father, and in thatname doth naturefpeake. 
Titus. Speakethounomorcifall the reft will fpeede. 
(Mar. Renowned Titus more then halft my foule. 
hums, Deare Father, foule and fubft ance c f v$ all. 
(Marc. Suffer thy brother c Marcui to interre 
His noble nephew hcere in vermes neftj 
That died in honour and Lauwi.-s caufe. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Greekes vpon aduife did bury Aiax 
That flew himfelfe : and wife Laertes fonne. 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals} 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy, 

Be bard hisentrance hcere. 

Titus, Rife Marcus, life, 

The difmalft day is this that ere I faw* 

To be diftionored by my fonnes in Rome.* 

Well bury him,andbury me the next. 

They put hint in thtTcmbe. 

Lucius, There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thy friends 
Till we with Trophees doadornethy tombe. 

They all \neele and fay , 

No man (bed teares for noble Mutius, 

He lines <n fame that dide in vertues caufe. 

Exit 










The moft lament allcTtdge die 

Exit all but M arcus andTtm. 

FtJMarcus. My Lord to ftcp out oftbefe driric dumps. 

How comes it that the fubtile Quee ne of gothes. 

Is of a fodaine thus aduaned in Rome? 

Tuus* 1 know not Marcus: but 1 know it is, 

( Whether by deuife or no) the heanens can tell , 

Is (be not then beholding to the man, 

Thatbrought her for this high good turnefo farre? 

Enter the Emperor , T, mar a and her trro Tonnes, with the Metre 
at one doore . Enter at the other do ore Bajsianut and 
Lausnia with others. 

Saturn. So Bafsianus, you h auc plaid your prize, 

God giue you ioy fir of your gallant Bride. 

< Ba(si. And you of yours my Lord.I fay no more, 
Norwifhnoleffe, and fo I take my leaue. 

Satur. Tray tor, if Rome hauelaw,or we haue power, 
Thou and thy faction (ball repent this Rape. 

Ba/sia. Rape call you it my Lord, to ceafc my owne, 

Mv true betrothed loue, and now my wife? 

But let thelawcsof Rome determine all, 

Meane while lam polled ofthatismine. 

Satser. Tis good fir, you arc very (bort withvs, 

But if wc Hue weelc be as iharpe with yop. 

B ajsian, My Lord, what I haue done asbeft I may, 
Anfwerc I muft, and (ball do with my life, 

Onel y thus much 1 giue your Grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Titus hcere, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong d, 

That in the refeue of Lautn'a, 

With his ownc hand did flay hu youngeft fonjtf , 

In zcalc to you, and highly mou’d to wrath. ^ 



of Thus An dronicu& 

To be contrould in that he frankely gaue, 

Receaue him then to fauour Saturnine, 

That hath exprefthimfelfe in all his deedes 

A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Titus. Prince Bafsianus leaue to plead my deeds, 

Tis thou, and thofe, that haue dilhonoured me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue lou’d and honoured Saturnine. 

Tamora. My worthy Lord if euer Tamara, 

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine, 

Then heare me fpcake indifferently for all: 

And at my fute ( fweete) pardon what is part. 

Satur ♦ What Madam, bedifhonoured openly, 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

T amor a. Wot fo my Lord, the Gods of Rome forfend 
1 (bouldbe Authortodilhonouryou, 

But on mine honour dare I vndertake. 

For good Lord Titus innocencein all : 

Whofe fury not diflembledfpcakeshisgricfes 3 
Then at my fute looke gracioufly on him, 

Loofe not fo noble afriend on vaine fuppofe. 

Nor with fowre lookes afflift his gentle heart. 

My Lord, be ruld by me, be wonne at lad, 

Diflemble all your griefesand difeontents. 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too, 

Ypon a iuft furuay take Tit us ■put, 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Yeeld at intreats, and then let me alone 
Ilefindeaday to mafiacre them all. 

And race their fattion and their familie. 

The craell Father, and his traytrous Tonnes, 

T 0 whome I filed for my deere Tonnes life. 

C. And 
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The mofi IctmentMcTragedk 
And make them know what tis Co let a Queene 
Knecle in the ftrectes, and beg for grace in vainc» 

Come, come, fweet Emperour, (come Aodronicus ) 

Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart, 
Thatdiesintetrpcftofthy angry frowne. 

Kina, Rife TV#;, rife, my Empreflc hath preuaild. 

Times, I thanke) our maieftie.andhermy Lord. 

Thcfe words, thcfelookes.infufenewlifeinm^ 

Tamara. Titus I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And itiuft aduife the Empercurfor his good. 

This day all quarrels die Andromcus, 

And letit beminc honour good my Lord, 
Thatlnauereconcirdyciurfriendsand yoa. 

For you Fringe Bafsiarms, I haue pall 
My w ord and promife to the Emperour, 

1 hat you will be more mildeand tractable# 

And fearc not Lords : and you L amnia. 

By my aduife all humbled on your knees, 

5fou fhal 1 aske pardon of his Maieilie. 

Ah, Vv’e doe, and vow to Iieauen., and to his highnes, 
That what wedid, was mdcil y as we might, 

Xendring our fillers honour and ouro wne. 

CTlfarc. That cn mine honour heere I do protefh 
Kma. A way and talk.c not, trouble vs no more. 
Tamora.Uiy, nay, fweet Emperour, we mull all befriends- 
■t he Tribune and his Nephews kncelc for grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweet hart looke back. 

King. Marcus , for thy fake and thy brothers heere, 

And at my louely Tamoras intreats, 

I doc remit thefe young mens haynom Cults, 

Stand vp : Lanins a, though you left me like a churle, 

I found a friend, and fureasdeathlfwore, 

I would not part a Batchiler from the prieft. 

Come, 



of Titus Andronicus J 

Come,if the Emperours court canfcafttwo Brides, 

You are my gueft Lauinia, and your friends : 

This day Ihall be a lone-day Tamara. _ 

Titus. Tomorrow anditplcafcyour Maieftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me. 

With horneand hound, wedegiueyourgracebon tour. 

Saturn. Be it fo Titus, and gratnercy to. Exeunt 

found Trumpets,, ttsanet Moo/re. 

Aron. Now climcth Tamara Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of Fortunes fhot, and fits aloft, 

Secure of thunders crackeor lightning flafti, 

Aduanc'd aboue pale enuies threatning reach, 

As when the golden funne falutes the mornc. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops the Zodiacke in his glittering coach. 

And ouer-lookes the higheft piering hills. 

So T amor a- 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
Andvcrtueftoopcsand trembles athet frowne. 

Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts. 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 

And mount her pitch, whomethouin triumph long 
Haft prifonerheld,fettrcdin amorous chaines. 

And fafter bound to Arons charming eyes, 

Thenis Prometheus tide to Caucafus. 

Away withflauilh weedes and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright andfhineinpearleand gold, 

To waite vpon this new madeEmperefle, 

To waite faid 1 ? to wanton with this Queene, 

This Goddcfle, this Semerimis, this Queene, 

This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine, 

And feehisfhipwracke,and his Common- weales. 

Hollo, what ftorme is this ? 

Enter ( / 'btrenand Demetrius faffing. 
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Dimet. Chirenthyyerts wants wit, thy wit want; edge 
And manners to intrude where I am grac d, 

And may for ought thou knoweflaffetted be. 

Chiron. D nutrias, thou dooft ouerweene in all, 
Andfoin this, to beare me downs with braucs, 

Tis not thedifferenceofayereorcwo 
Makes me letle gracious, or thee more fortunate t 
I am as able, and as fit as thou, 

To ferue, and to deferue my Miftris grace, 

And that my fword vpontheefhall approue, 

And plead my pafiions for Lminias loue. 

Moore Clubs, clubs, thefelouerswillnot keepthepeace. 

Deme. Why boy, although our mother (vnaduizd) 
Gaueyoua daunfing rapier by your fide, 

Are y ou fo defprat grownc to threat youi friends? 

Goe too : haue your lath glued within your fhcatb. 

Till you know better bow to handle it. 

Chiron. Meane while fir, with the little skill I haue, 

Full well /bait thou perceiuc how much I dare, 

Demet. I boy, grow y e fo braue? they draw. 

Aron. Why how now Lords? 

So neerethe Empcrours pallace dare you draw,. 
Andmaintaincfuch a quarrell openly i 
Full well I wote,the ground ofall this grudge, 

1 would not for a million bf gold, 

Thecaufe were knownetothem it moft concern es* 

Nor would your noble motherfor much more 
Be fodi (honored in the Court of Rome. 
Forfliameputvp. 

Demet. Not 1, till I haHefhcathd 
My rapierin his bofome, and withall 
Thruft tnefe rcprochfull fpeeches downe his throat, 

That he hath breathd in my ciilhonourheere, 

Chiron . For that I am prepaid, and full refolude. 

Fouls 



of Tim Aadronicos* 

Foulefpoken Coward,thatthundreft with fhy tongues 

And with thy weapon nothing durft performc, 

Moore* A way 1 fay* 

Now by the Gods that warlike gothes adore, 

Thispetty brabble will vndoo vs all : 

Why Lords, and thinke you nothow dangerous 
It is to iet vpon a Princes right <? 

What is Ldmntu then become fbloofc* 
Ori?^w«»jfodegeneratc, 

That for her loue fuch quarrelsmay be broeht. 

Without controulement,iuftice, or reuenge? 

Young Lords beware, and fhould the Empreffe know,. 

Thisdifcords ground, the muficke would not pleafe. 

Chiron. I care not I, knew fhc and all the world, 

Iloue Leuunia more then all the world. (choife 

<Demet. Youngling learne thou to make fome meaner 
iMtniais thine elder brothers hope. 

Moore . Why are ye mad ? or know ye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient they be. 

And cannot brooke competitors in loue ? 

I tell you Lords, you doe but plotyour deaths. 

By this deuife. 

Chiron. ^r«»,Athoufand deaths would l propofe,. 
Toatchieucherwhomeldo loue. 

Aron, Toatchieueher.how? 

Demetri. Why,makes thouitfo ftrange? 
Sheeisawoman, therefore maybe woo’d, 

Slice is a woman, therefore may be wonne, 

ShcehLauinia thereforemuft be lou’d. 

■Whatman, more water glideth by the mill 
Then wots the Miller of, and eafie it is, 

Ofacutloafeto flealea ihiue we know ! 

Though Bitfsianus be the Empcrours brother, 

Better then he haue wornc Fnlcans badge. 

C3 
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Moore* I) and as good as Saturnine may. 

Demet. Then why fliould he difpaire that knovves fo 
With words, falrelookes, and liberality? (courtit 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ? 

Moore Why then it feeracs forxiecertaine (natch or fo 
Would feruc your turncs. 

Chiron* Ifotheturne wereferued, 
fDemet. Aron thou haft hit it, 

Moore . Would you had hitittoo, 

Then fliould not we be tirdc with thisadoo. 

Why harks y ee,harke yee, and are you f uch fooles, 

To fquarefor this ? would it offend you then 
That both fliould Ipeede? 

Chiron. Faith not me. 

Demet. Nortnc,foI wfcrcone, 

Aron* For fhame be friends, and ioyrre for that you iar, 
Tis pollicie and ftratageme muft doe 
That you affett, andfomuftyou refolue. 

That what you cannot as you would atchieue. 

You muft perforce accoaiplifli as you may : 

Take this ofm e,Lucrece was not more chaft 
Then this Lauinia, Bafnanus loue. 

A fpeedicr courfethislingringlanguifliment 
Muft we perfuc, and I haue found the path : 

My Lords, a folemnc hunting is in hand. 

There will the loucly Roman Ladies troope : 

The fotrcft walkes are wide and fpacious. 

And many vnfrequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie : 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrike her home By force if not by words. 

This way or not at all, ftand you in hope. 

Conic, come, our Emprcfle with her facred wit 

~ To 
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To villanieand vengeance confecrate. 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And fliefliall file our engines with aduife. 

That will not fuffer you to fq uarc your felues. 

But to your willies height aduanceyou both. 

The Einperours court is like thehoufe of fame, 

The pallacefull of tongues, of eyes, ofeares : 

The wood$areruthlcs,dreadfull,deafe, and dull : 

There fpeake, and ftrike braueboyes, and take your tiimes* 
There ferue your luft, fliadowedfrom heauens eye. 

And reuell in Lattinias treafurie. 

Chiron. Thy couflfeH lad fmells of no co wardife. 

Demet, Sit fas out nefas , till I finde t.he ftreame. 

To eoole this heat, a chartne tocilrae their fits . 

Per *>tig>a,pcr manesHeber* Exeunt* 

Titus Andronicus4»d his three founts, making ' 
a noyfe with bounds and home’. 

Titus. The hunt is vp, the inorne i s brightand gray. 
The fields arefragrant, and the woods arc greene, 

Vn couple heere, and let vs raakeabay, 

And wake the Emperour, and his loucly Bride, 

And rouz e the Prince, and ring a hunters peak, 

That all the court may eccho with the noyfe, 

Sonnesletit be your charge, as it is ours, 

Toattend the Emperours perfon carefully : 

Ihauebene troubled in my fleepe this night, 

But-dawning day new comfort hath infpn de, 

Heere a cry of houndes , and reinde homes m a peak, then enter 
Saturnisms, Tamora, Baffianus LAmnia^ChironJfde*. 
metrius } and their Attendants. 

Titus. Many good morrowestoyourmaieftie. 

Madam co you as many and as good . 

Ipromifedyour Grace, a Hunters peak, 

Satur. 
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Saturnine, And you hauc rung ieluftilymy Lords^ 
Somewhat to early for new married Ladies, 

Bafsia. Lamnvt) how fay yous? (roore^ 

Lauinia, I fay no :I haue bene broad awake two homes & 
Satur* Come on then, horfeandChariotsletvshaue, 
And to our fport: Madam, now fhallyefee. 

Our Romaine hunting. 

Mar cut, I hauedoggs my Ldrd, 

Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the higheft promontary top, 

Titus , Andlhauehorfe will follow where the game 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowes oretheplaine. 

Dense, Cbironwe hunt not we,withhorfe norhound 
But hope to plucke ajdainty Doe to ground, Sxhhhu 

Enter Aren alone, 

Moore. He that had wit would thinkethat Ihadnone, 
To bury fo much gold vnder a tree. 

And ncuer after toinheriteit. 

Let him that thinks ofmefoabicttly, 

Know thatthisgold mull coineaftratagemc* 

Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent peeceof vill any : 

And fo repofe fweet gold for their vjireft. 

That haue their almes out of the Emprcffc Chcft. 

Enter T amor a alone to the tJMoore * 

T amor a. My louely Aron , wherefore look’ft thou fad, 
When euery thing doth make a gleefull boaft ? 

The birdschaunt melody on euery bulb, 

The Sn'ake lies rolled in the chearefull funne, 

The greene leaues quiuer with the cool ing winde. 

And make a checkerd fhadow on the ground : 

Vnder their fweet (hade, Aron let vs fit, 

And whilft the bablmg Ecchoe mocks the hounds* 
Replying (hrillv to the weJl tun’d homes, 



of Titus An dr onion, 

Asifa do ublfhwn twere heard at once. 

Let vs fi t do wne and marke their y ellow ing noy fe • 

And after confbtt filch as was fuppofde 
The wandring Prince and Dido once efiioyed. 

When with a happy ftormo they were forprifde, 

And curtaind with a counfaile-keeping Caue, 

Wemay each wreathed in the others armes, 

(Our paftifnes done) pofleffe a golden (lumber, 

Whiles hounds and homeland fweet melodious birds 
Be vnto vs as is a Nurfes fong 
Of Lullabie, to bring her Babe a fieepe. 

Aron. Madame, though Tenits gouernc your dtfircs* 
Saturve is dominttor cuer mine : 

V hat fignifits my deadly {landing eye, 

My filence, and my cloudy melancholic, 

M y fleece of Wool ly Jiaire that now vricurleSj 
Iiuen as an Adder when (he dotkvrirowle 
To do fomefatall execution ? 

No Madam, thefc are no veneriallfignes, 

Vengeance isin my heart, death in my hand. 

Blood and reuengc are hammering in my head, 

H arke T amor a the Empreffe of my ioule. 

Which neuer hopes mcreheauen thenreftsinthce. 

This is the day of doomc for Bafsianus , 

H i s Philomel mu ft lo© ie h er tongu e to d ay , 

T hy fonnes make pillage of her chaftiry. 

And wafti their hands m Bajfianus blood, 

Seeft t hou this letter, take it vp I pray thee. 

And giue the King thisfatall plotted fcrowle, ' 

Now c|ueftion me no more we are cfpied, 

Heere comes a parcell of our hopeful 1 booty, 

Which dreads not yet their iiues deftru&ion, 

Enter Baflianus^d Lauinia 
Tamara, Ahmyfweete Moore % fweeterto me then life.' 

D Moore, 
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Moore. No more great Etnprcffe, Hafeianut conics, 

Be eroffe with him, and He goe fetch thy fonnes 
Tobackethy quarrell what foere they he, 

Brfsk. Who banc we heere? Romes royall Emprefle, 
Vnfurnifhtofour well befeetning troupe ? 

Oris it Hiatt habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 

To fee the gcncrall hunting in thisForrefl? 

Tamora . Sawciecontroulerofourpriuatefteps, 

HadI the power, that feme fay Dkn had, 

Thy temples fhould be planted prefently. 

With homes as was Acleons , and the hounds. 

Should driue vpon hisnew tranlformed limbes,' 

Vn manne rl v j n tr u d e r a s thou art. 

Lattmm. V nder your patience gentle EmprefTej 
Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in horning, 

And to be doubred that your Moore and you. 

Are fingled forth to try experiments : 

Joue fhie’d your husband from his hounds to day, 

! Tis pitty they fhonldtakehimfcra Stag. 

BaftUn. Beleeue me Qucene your 1 warty Cymerioo, 
Doth make your honour cfhis bodies hue. 

Spotted, detefted, and abhominable. 

Why are you fequeft rec from all yourfraine? 
Difmountedfrotn yourfnow white goodly fteed, 

And wandred hither to an obfeure plot, 

Accompanied with abarbarous Moore , 

If foale defire had not condi died you ? 

L&vinia. A nd being intercepted in your fpbrt, 
Gieacreafonthanny noble Lord berated 
Fcr faufines, I pray you let vs hence. 

And ler her ioy her Raucn cu.lourcd lone. 

This vailey fits the purpofc paffing well, 

Ba/tk. TheKingroy brother flialifjaucnoticeofthij. 

Ldukiit, 



of T it us An dr on tens'. 

L*nink. I,forthefe flips haue made him noted long,\ 
Good King to be fomightily ^bufed. 

Quecne, Why I ha ue patienceto endure all this. 

Enter Chiron andHemetrint, 

Hem. How now deerefoueraigne& our gracious mother 
Why doth your Highneslookefopale and wane 

Queene. Haue I notreafon think e you tolooke pale 
Thefe two haue tyced me hither to this place, 

A barren, detefted vale you feeit is, 

The trees though Sommer, yet forlornc and leant, 

O rccotne with moffe and balefull MifTelto. 

Heere neuer fhines the Sunne, heere nothing breeds} 
Vnlefle the nightly Owle orfatall Raucn ♦ 

And when they ibowd me this abhorred pit. 

They told me heereat dead time of the night, 

A thotifand feinds, a thoufand hiffing fnakes. 

Ten thoufand fwelling toades, as many vrehins, 
Woaldmakcfuchfcarefull and confufed cries. 

As any mottall body hearing it 
S houl d ilraite fal 1 mad, or el fe die fu d dainely* 

No fooner had they told this hellifh tale. 

But ftrait they told me they would blade me heere, 

Vnto the body ofadifmallEwe, 

And leaueme to this miferable death. 

And then they calld me fouleadulterefle, 
LafduiousGoth,aud all thebitterefttearmes, 

That euer care did heare to fuch effeft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come. 

This vengeance ob me had they executed : 

Reuengeit as you loueyour mothers life. 

Or be ye not henceforth cald my children. 

Hemet. This is. a witnes tbatl amthyfonne. fiabhim. 
Chiron, And this for me flrook home to fhew my flrength 
l>Auink,l come ScmeramisjxiayBarberou* Tamora. 
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For no'iisme fits thy nature but thy oivne. 

Tam'ora. Giucmc thy ponyard,you fhal know my boy# 
You-r mothers hand (liall right your mothers wroftg. 
Demti Seay Madam .heere is more belongs to her, 

Fir if thralh the corn?, then after burne the draw ; 
Thisrnimon flood Vpon htrehaft ty, 

Vpon lurNuptia'! voWjherloyaltie. 

And with that pai: ted hope, brauesyourmightmes, 

Ar.dlliall {he carry this vneo her graue? 

Chbon. And if ihedoe, I would I wereanEuenuke, 
Drag hence her .husband to fomefccrethok, 

And make his dead crunkepillow to oui luff. 

2 Zamora. 8ut when yehaue the honny we defire. 

Let not thiswafpeout- Hue vs b ch to fling. 

Qhtron. J warrant you Madam we will make that fure. 
Come rarflris,r.ow perforce we will enjoy, 

That nice preferued honeft’c of yours. 

Lauinia . Oh Tumor a, tho u beareft a Wotnatu face, 
Tawora'. I will notheareher fpeake, away with her. 
Larnni. Sweet Lords in treat her heart me bur a word. 
D?met. Lifleafaire ^ladamJet it be your glory 
Te fee her tearcs, but be your hart to them 
A*s vnrolcntiug flint to drops of raine. 

Lauinia. When did theTi&ers young ernes teach the dam? 
O doe not learneher wrath, ihe taught itthce; 

The rr. ilke thou fuckif from her did turneto Marble, 

Euen at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny, , 

Yiteue.ry Mothsrbreeds not fonnes alike, 

Do thou intreat her ihew a woman pitty. (baltard 

£htro*!. What would ft ihon haueme prone my f c Wc a 
-Lsu\niti* Tis true*thcRauen doth hot hatch a Larks, 
Te r baud heard, Oh could I finds ic now, 

The I i>n nioued with pitty, didiadure 

Toiiauehs prlacdy paw esparde aft away. " 
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<; 0 rne fay that Raucns fofter forlornc children, 

Tfewhilft their owne birds farm fh m their nelts; 

Ch beto methough thy hard kart fay no. 

Nothing fokinde but fotnethmgpitnfull. 

‘Ttrrnra. I know not what it meares,away with h t r. 

L a utr ja. Oh let meteach theefovmy fathersfa/ce. 

That gauc theelife when well he might hauc flame thee. 

Be notobdurate, open thy deaf* eares. 

| Ttmora. Hadft thou in per ion ncrc offended me, 

Eueri for his fake am 1 pittilcfle. 

Remember boyes Ipowrd forth tearesin vame. 

To faue your brother from thefacrifice. 

But fierce ■Attdrmatt. would not relent, 

T here fore away with her, and vfe her as you will. 

The woife to her, the better lou’d of me. 

Laaiaia. Oh 7 amor a be callda gentle Queene, 

And vviththineowriehandskiilmeinthisple.ee, 

Fcrtisnct life that I haue begd io long, 

Pooie 1 was flaine when Tuf/tams dide. , 

Tarn ora • What Bigft thou then? fond woman let me goe? 
Lauinia Tis preknt death 1 beg, and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue lotel), 

Ohkeepeme from their werfethen killing luff, 

A nd tumble me into fame loathfome pit, 

Where neuer manseyemay behold my body. 

Doe this andbea chaiitable murderer, 

T amor a. So fhould I rob my fw eet fonnes of their fee. 

No, let them fatiffie their lull on thee, 

T>emet. Away,for thou baff Raid vs heere too long* 
-Laumia, No grace, no womanhood, ah beaftly cteature. 
The blot and enemy to our gencrall name, 

Confufiont.ill— — (husband 

Chiron. Nay then Ileflop your mouth, bring then her 
This is tLehole where Aron bid vs hide him, 

D Z T amor a 
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Tamora, Farewell my fonnes fee that you make her f iif e, 
Nereletmy hart know merry cheere indeed, 

Till all the Adronicie be made away : 

Now will I hence to feekemy louely Moore* 

And let my fplecnefull fonnes this Trull dcfloure% 

Euler Aronveith two of Titus fonnes. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight \Villl bring you to theloihfomepit, 

Where I efpied the Panther faft afleepc. 

Quintus. My fight is very dull what ere it bodes. 

C Mart. And mine I promife you, were itnot forfhame. 
Well could I leaue our fport to fleepe a while. 

Quin. What art thou fallen? w hat fubtile hole is this, 
Whofemouth is couered with rude growing briers, 
Vpon.whofe leaues are drops of newfhed blood. 

As frclh as morning s de w diftild on flowers, 

A very fatall place it feemes to me, 

Speakc brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Marti* Oh brother, with the difmalft obiett. 

That cuer eye with fight made hart lament. 

Aron* Now will 1 fetch the King to findethcra heere,' 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, 

How thefe werethey that made away his brother. Exit 
Marti . Whydoftnotcomfortme and helpemeout, 
From this vnhollo w and blood ftained hole. 

Quint. I am furprifed with an vneouth feare, 

A dulling fweat orcruns my trembling ioynts. 

My hart fufpeds more then mine eie can fee. 

Mart. T o proue thou haft a true diuining hart, 

Aron and thou looke downe into this den, 
Andfeeafearefull fight of blood and death, 

Quint. Aron is gone, and my cdmpafiionate haft, 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing w hcreat it trembles by furmifs s 
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Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now 
Was I a child , to feare I know not what. 

Martins. Lord Bafsisnus lies embrewed heere. 

All on a beape like to a flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted darkc bicod drinking pit. 

Quintus, Ifit be darke how dooft thou know tis he? 
Martins. Vpon his bloody finger be doth weare 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which like a taper in fome monument, 

Doth fhine vpon the dead mans earthly checkes. 

And (hewes the ragged intrailes of this pit : 

Sc pale did fhine theMcone on Piramus, 

When he by night lay ba th’d in Maiden blood, 

0 brother hclpe me with thy fainting hand. 

If feare hath madethce faint, as mee it hath, 
Outofthisfelldcuourir.g receptacle, 

As hate full as Ocuus mifticrrouth. 

Quin. Reach mt thy hand>that I may help thee oat. 

Or wanting ftrength to doe thee fornuch good, 

1 may beplucktinto the fwallowing wombe, 

OH his deepc pit, poore B afuanus graue s 

I haue no ftrength topluikethte to the brink. 
UWart/u.'.tior 1 no ftrength to dime without thy help* 
Quin. Thy hand once more, I will netloofeagain$, 

T ill thou art heere aloft, or I below , 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee* 



Enter the Empcrour, Arenthe Moore. 

S Atur . A long vv ith me, lie fee what holci $ heere. 

And what he is that now is leapt into it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didft defeend, 

Into this gaping hollow of the earths’ 

Mnrtius* The vnhappiefonneofold Andronicus t 
Brought hither in a meii vnluckie home, 

To 



The Moft lamentable T ragedk 

To unde thy brother Bafsianus dead. 

Satumin. My brother dead, I know thou doft but ieft, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Vpon the north fide of this pleafant chafe, 

Tis not anhoure fince I left him there. 

xjMart. We know not where you left them all aliue, 
But out alas, heere haue we found him dead* 

Enter Tamora, Andrsnicuiand Lucius. 

Tamora. Where is my Lord the King? 

King. Here Tamora, though grieud with killing griefe. 

* tamora . Where is thy brother Bafsianus ? 

Kino, Now to the bottomedoft thou fcarch my wound, 
'PootcBafianm heere lies murthered. 

T amor a, Then all too late l bring this fatal writ* 

The complot of this timeles Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 

In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous tyrannic. 

Shegtueth Saturnine a Lei ter. 



S atuminus reads the Letter. 
Andifivemiffe to meete him hanfontely* 
Sweet Baffianus tis we meant, 

Dve thou fo much as dig the grant for huff, 
Thou hpowft our meaning, look? for thy reward. 
Among the nettles at the Elder tree , 

Which ouer-(hades ihe mouth of that fame fit , 
W,}cr: we decreed to bury Bafilanus, 

Doe this and furehafevsthy lafttngfrttnds. 



King. Oh Tamara was euer heard the like ? 
Thisis the pit, and this the elder tree, 

Looke firs if you canfinde the huntfman out. 

That fhould. haue murthered 'Bafsianus heere. 

Arotu My gracious Lord heere is tfis hag of gold. 
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of Titus Jndronicus'. 

King. Two ofthy’whelpes, fell curs of bloody kiade, 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prilon. 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Some neuer heard-of tortering paint for them. 

Tamora. Whatarethey inthispit,oh wondrous thing? 
Howeafily murder is difeouered? 

Titus. High bmperour vpon my feeble knee, , 

I beg this boone, with tcares not lightly died. 

That this fell fault efmy accurfed Tonnes, 

Ac curled, if the faults be prou’d in them. 

King. I fit beprou’de! youfecirisapparant, 

"Who found this letter, Tamoravszs it you? 

Tamora. Andromcus himfclfe did take it vp. 

Titus. I did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 

For by my Fathers rcuerent tornbe I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highres will, 

T o aunfwere their fufpition with their lines. 

Kng. Thou lhalt not bailethem, fee thou follow me. 
Some bring the murthered body,fome themurthcrers. 

Let them not fpeakc a word, the guilt is plaine, 

For by my foule, were there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them fhould be executed. 

Tamora. Andronicut J wil entreat the King, 

Feare not thy fonnes, they fhall do well enough. 

Titus. QonxeLucius come,ftay not to talks with them,' 

Enter the Empreffe/omtSjwith Latum a , her hands cut off 
and her tongue cut out, and rauifbt. 

Demet. So now goe tell andif thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauilbt thee. 

Chtron. Write downe thy miode,bewray thy meaning fo, 
Andiftby flumpes will let theeplay thefcribc. 

Demet. See how with fignesand tokens £he can fcrowJc. 
Chiron. Goc home, call for fweet water, wa£h th y hands. 

B Dtmet. 




T be moft lamentable Tragcdic 

Dome, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to w*flb 
And fo lets leaue her to her filent walkcs. 

Chiron ♦ And twere my caufe,l Should goe hangmy felfe- 
D onset. If thou hadft hands to helpc thecknic the cord* 
Enter Marcus from banting. 

Who is this my Neecc that flies away fofaftl 
Cofen a word, where is your husband ? 

If Idodreame would all my wealth would wake me, 
IfIdocwake,fome Planet ftri kerne downe, 

That I may {lumber in eternal 1 fleepe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what fterne vngentle hands, 

Hath lopt and hcwd, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two l ranches, thofc fweet ornaments 
Whofecirclmgfiiadowes, Kings haue fought to fleepe in, ' 
And might not game fo great a happincs 
Ashalfethy lo.ie: Why dooftnotfpeake tome ? 

Alas , a crim I on riuer of warme blood, 

Liketoa bublingfbuntaineftird with winde, 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comrning and going with thy honny breath. 

But fu r c fomc T eretts hath defloured thee. 

And lead thou {houldtt deteft them, cut thy tongue. 

Ah now thou turnft a way thy face for fiiame. 

And notwithfianding all this Ioffe of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their iffuing fpouts. 

Yet doe thy cheekcs looke red asT nans face, 

Blulhing tobeencountred with a clowde. 

Shall L fpeake tor thee, (hall 1 fay tis fo ? 

Oh that i knew thy hart.and knew the beafl, 

That I might raile at him Co cafe my minde* 

Sorrow concealed, like an Oucn ftopt* . 

Doth burnc the hart to cinders where it is* 

Faire Phtlomclh fhe but loft her tongue, 

Aadin a tedious faroplcr fowed her mindc* 
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of Thus Andronicwl 

But louely Neecc, thatmeaneis cut from thee, 

A craftier Terem haft thou met, 

Andhe hath cutthofc pretty fingers off, 

That could haue better fowed then Philomel. 

Oh had the monfter feenc chofe Lilly hands, 

Tremblelike Afpenleauesvpon a Lute, 

And make thefilken firings delight to kiffe them. 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life* 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Which that fweet tongue hath made : 

He would hauedropt his knife and fell afleepe,’ 

As Cerberus a t the Th racian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father blinde. 

For fuch a fit ht will b linde a fathers eye, 

Onehouresuorme will drownethe fragrant meades, 
Whatwill wholcmonthsoftearesthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw bzcke,for w e will mourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy raifery. Exeunt 

Enter the Judges and Senatours with Titus two fonts es bound , 
puffing on the Stage to the place »f execution, and Tit us going be* 
fort pleading, 

Titus. Heare roe grauefathers, noble Tribunes ftay, 

For pitty»f mine a ge, whofc youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurely flept. 

For all my blood in Romes great quarrell filed, 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, 

And for thefe bitter teares, which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekcs, 

Bepittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofc foules is nor corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufe they died in honours lofty bed. 

An dr on sens /jeth dewne t and the Judges jsaffe by him. 
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Forthefe,Tribunes,in the duff I write 
My harts deepe languor) and my foules fad teares: 

Let my teares ftanch the earths drie appetite. 

My fonnes fweet blood, will make it fhame and blulh s 
O earth, I will befriend thtemore with raine 
That fhalldiftillfrom thefe twoar cientruines, 

Then youHifull Aprill fliall with all his fhowres. 

In Summers drought, lie drop vpon thee (fill, 

In Winter with warmeteares lie melt the fnow, 
Andkecpe eternallfpring time on thy face, 

So thourefufeto drinkc my deere fonncsblood. 

E» ter Lucius ^ with his weapon dr awne. 

Oh reuerent T ribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde my Tonnes, rent rfe thedoome of death, 

And let me fay (that neucr wept before) 

My teares are now preuailing Oratours . 

Larins. Oh noble father you lament in vaine. 

The Tribunes heare you not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowes to a (lone. 

Thus. Ah Lueim for thy brothers let me plead, 
Graue7bT»»e/ s once more Iintrrat ofyou. 

Lucius. My gracious Lord, no Tribune heares you fpcak. 
Titus. Why tisnomatterman,ifthey did heare 
They would not marke me, or it they did marke, 

Allbootleflcvntothem. 

Therefore I tellmy forrowes booties tothe ftoncs. 

Who though they cannot anfwere my diftreffe, 

Yet in tome fort they are better then the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept rny talc : 

When I doe weepe,they humbly at my fecte, 
fUceiuc my teares, and feeme to weepe with me, 

And were they buf atti'ed in graueweedes, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe ... 




ofTimAn&ronicM] 

A ftone is foft as waxe, Tribunes more har'd then ftones i 

Attoneisfilent.andoftendethnet, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen to death* 
But wherefore ftandft thou with thy weapon drawnc $ 
Lucius. To refeue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt theludges hauc pronounft 
My eucrlaftingdoomeof banifhment, 

Titus. O happy mart, they hauebefriended thee; 

Why foolifh Lucius, doff thou not perceaue 
That Romeis but a wildernesof Tigers i 
Tigers muft prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine: how happy art thou then. 

From thefe deuourers tobebanifhed ? 

Bui who comes with our brother /t/arew/heere? 

Enter Marcus and LaUty.ta. 
tjtfarcus. Thus , prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 

Or if not fo, thy noble heart to breake : 

| bring confumir g forrow to thine age. 

Titus. Will itconfumeroc? Let me fecit then, 
tJMarc. This was thy daughter, 

Titus. Why M arcus (o ftse is. 

Lucius. Ayerce,thi,obie£f kils me. 

Titus'. Faint.harted boy, ariffc and looke vpon her, 
Spcake L amnia t w hat acc urfed hand, 

Math made thee handleffein thy FathersfightJ 
What foole hath added water to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy J 
My griefe was at the height before thou camft. 

And nowlikeiVj/^iitdifdaineth bounds:. 

Giue me a fword lie chop off my hands too. 

For they hauc fought for Rome, and all in vaine s 
And they hauenurfrthis woe, in feeding life; 

In boorelefle pra) erhauethey bene held vp. 

And they haue feru’dme to effe&leffc vfe. 
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'The ttipfi lamentable Tragedic 

Now alltheferuicelrcquireofthcm. 

Is that theene will Helpe to cut the other? 

Tis well Lauinia that thou haft ho hands. 

For hands to do Rome feruice,is but vaine, 

Lucius , Speake gentle filler who hath tnarterdthee? 
c Marcus. O that delighcfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fuch plcafing eloquence. 

Is tome from forth that pretty hollow cage. 

Where like a fweettnellodious bird itfung. 

Sweet varied notes inchaunting euery eare. 

Lucius i Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deedej 
iJMarc. Oh thus I found her ftraying in theParke, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tttus . It was my Deare, and he that wounded her* 
Hath hurtmc more thenhad hekild me dead : 

For now I ftand as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuirond with a wildernes of Sea, 

Who markes the waxi ng tide, grow waue by wauc, 
Expecting euer when fome enuiousfu rge, 

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 

Heere ftands my other fonne,abanilht man. 

And heere my brother weeping at my woes , 

But that which giuesmy foulethegreateftfpurne. 

Is deere Lauinia , deercr then my foule. 
Hadlbutfcenethy pi&urein thisplight. 

It would haue madded me : what mall I doe, 

Nowe I bcholde thy liuely body fo i 
Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teares. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath marterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemnde,and dead by this, 

Looke Marcus, ah fonne Lucius looke on her. 

When 



of Titus Androiiicusl 

When I did name her brothers, then frelh teares 

Stoodonhcrcheckes,a$doththehonnydcw> . 

Vpon a gathred Lillie almoft withered. (husband^ 

OWarc. Perchance /he weepes bccaufe they kild her 

Perchance becaufe flie knoweshim innocent. 

Thus. If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 
Becaufethclaw hath tanercuengeonthem. 

No, no, they would not doe fo foule a deedc, 

Witnes the forrow that their fitter makes. 

Gentle LauiniaUt me kifle thy lips, 

Or make fome figne ho w I may do thee eafe t ; 

Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother Lucius 
And thou and I lit round about fomcFouncahifc, 

Looking all downewards to behold our cheekcs 
How they arettaind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

With miery flime left on them by a floods 
And in the Fountaine (hall we gaze fo long. 

Till the frelh tafte be taken from that cl eerenes, 

Andmadea brinepitwithourbitterteares ? 

Or (hall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or (hall webite our tongues, and in dambe fhcWS 
Pafle the remainder of our hatefull daics ? 
Whatlhallwedoe? let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot fome dcuifeoffurthermilery 
Tomakevs wondred at in time to come. 

Luci. Swcetfather ceafe your teares, for at your griefe 
See how my wretched lifter fobs and weeps. 

Mart. Patience deere Neece, ijood Titus drie thine eyes, 
Titus. Ah Mareuf } Marcus, Brother well 1 wote, 

Thy napkin cannot driftke a teare of mine. 

For thou poore man haft drownd it with thineownc. 

Lues. Ah my Latunia I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Titus. Mark Marcusimrke,\ vnderftandher fignes. 

Had /lie a tongue to fpeake, now would flic fay 

That 







T be ntofi lamentable Trdge St 

That to her brother which I faidto thee. 

His Napkin with her true teares all be wet. 

Can do no feruiceon her forrowfull checkes. 

Oh what a fimpathy of woe is this ! 

As farre from helps as Limbo is from blifTe# 
inter Arontbe Moore alone. 

Moore. Tttus Andronictts, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes. 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felfe old Titus , 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand. 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue, 

And that fhallj? e the ra unfome fot their fault. 

Titus. Oh grccious Emperour, oh gentle Aron 9 
Did euer Ranen ling fo like a Larke, 

That giues fwcet ty dings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart,llefend the Emperour my hand. 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoff l 
Lucius. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine. 

That hath thtownc downe Co many enemies. 

Shall not be fent : my hand will fe r ue the turne, 

My youth can better fpare my blood then you. 

And thereforemine fhall faue my brothers liues. 
cJMarc. Which of your hands hath no t defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftrudtionon the enemies CafUe i 
Oh none of both but arc of high defert : 

My handhath benebutidle,letit ferue 
T o raunfomc my two nephewes from their death, 
Thenhauelkeptittoa worthy end. 

Moore. Nay come agree whofe hand ihall goc along, 
For fca re they die before their pardon come* 

Marcus. My hand /hall goe* 

Lucius * By heauenitlh^lnotgoe. 



of Titus An dronicufe 

f Titus'. Sirs ftriueno smore,fuch withred hearbs asthefc 
Are meete for plucking vp,and thereforemine* 

Lucia, SweetFather,ifI£hallbe thought thy fonne, 
Lctmeredeeme my brothers both from death, 

Marcus . And for our fathers fake, and mothers care. 

Now let me Jhow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree betweene you, I will fpare my hand* 

Lucius, Then He goe fetch an Axe. 

CMarc. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt* 

T tt us. Come hither Aron, lie deceiue ch cm both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit, I will be honeft, 

Andncuer whilft I liue dceeiue men fo : 

But lie deceiue you in another fort. 

And that youle fay ere halfe an houre paffe. 

Hee cuts off Titus band. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus againel 

Titus. Now ftay your ftrife, what ihall be is difpatcht J 
Good Aron giue his Maieftie my hand; 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers: bid him bury it: 

More hath it merrited : That let it hauc. 

Asformyfonnes, fay Iaccountofthem, 

A s iew els purchaft at an ealie price, 

And yet deere too, becaufe I bought mine owne* 

Aron. I goe Androntcus , andfor thy hand, 

Lookeby and by to baue thy fonnes with thee. 

Their hcadslrocane : Oh bow this villanv. 

Doth fatmewiththe very thoughts ofm 
Letfooles doe good, andfaire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue has foule blacke like his face, Exit^ 

P Thus 
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The nioft lament able T rage die 

Titau O hecrc I lift this one hand vp to heauen, 
Audbow thisfeebleruine totheearth, 

Ifany power pirtics wretched team, 

To that I call : what would thou knccle with me? 

Doe then dcare heart, for heauen /hall heare our prayers, 
Or with our fighs weele breath the welkin dimme> 
Andftainethe funne withfoggeas forr.etimecloudes, 
When they dohughimintheirmelting bofomes. 

Marcus. Oh hrother fpeake with pollibilities. 

And do not breakein?othefedeepcextreamcs # 

Tutu* Is not my forrow deepe, hawing nobottome? 
Then bemy paflios bottomlefle with them# 

M areas. But y ct let reafon goucrncdiy lament* 

Tttus> If there were reafon for thefemiferies,. 

Then into limitscould I bindc my woes: 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow l 
If the windes rage, dothnotthefca wax mad, 
Threaming the welkin with his bigfwolneface? 

And wilt rhou hauea reafon for this coile? 
lam the fea* Harkc how her fighes doc flow 
Sheeis the weeping welkin) Ithe earth : 

1 henmtift my Sea be moued with her fighes, 

Then irmftmy earth with her conrinnall teares, 

Become a deluge : oueiflowed and drowned : 
for why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard mufti vomit them. 

Then giue me Jeaue, for loofers w ill hane leaucj 
To eafetheir ftomackes wnhtheir bitter tongues, 

E nt sr,a mejfwger with two. heads and a hand. 

Mfjfen. Worthy Andrcnicus } \\] art thou repaid* 

For that good hand thou fentft the Emperour : 
TIeware the heads of thy two noble fonnes#. 



of Titus Andronimsl 

And h ceres thy hand in fcorneto thee fentbacke : 

Thy griefes theirfports: Thy refolution mockt : 

That woe isme to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my fathers death . Exit. 

(JWarc. Now let hot jEtnacoole in Cicilie, 

A nd be my hart an euer-burning hell : 

Thcfemiferies are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepe,doth eafefome deale, 

But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Luct. Ah that thisfight fhould make fo deepe a wound? 
And yet detefted lift not ftirinke thereat : 

Thar-euer death fhould lethfc bearehis name, 

W here life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Marc. Alas poore hart thackifleis comfoitlefle, 

As frozen water to a ftarued fnakc. 

Thus. When will this fcarefullflumberhaue an end? 
UHar. Now farewell flatterie, die ylndrontcus. 

Thou doft not {lumber, fee thy twofonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heere 2 
Thy other banilhtfonne with thisdeerefight 
Struckepale andbloodlefle,and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now nomore will Icontroule my griefes, 

R ent of thy filucr hairc, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
Thecloxingvp of eur 'moft wretched eyes: 

Now is a time to ftorme, why art thon {fill f 
Titus. Ha, ha, ha* 

Marc. Why doft thou laugh . ? it fits not with this hours* 
Titus. Why Ihauenotanothertearcto llied : ' 

Befides, this forrow is an encmie, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

Andmake them blinefe with tnbutaric teares. 

Then vvhich way fiiall I findeRieuengcs CaucJ 
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For thefe two heads doe teeme to fjpeake to me, 

And threat me, I fhall neuercometoblifTe, 

T d J all thefe mifehiefes be returnd againe, 

Huen in their throats that haue committed them* 
Come let me fee what taskel haueto doe. 

You heauie people, circle me about, 

That I may tnrncmeto each one of you, 

And fweare vntomy foule to right your wrongs’, 

The vow is made, come Brother takeahead, 

And in this hand the other will I beare. 

And Lauinia thouflhalt be imployd in thefe Armes, 
Beare thou my handfweel wench berweene thy teeth J 
As for thee boy, goe get thee from my fight, 

Thcu art an Exile, and thou mull not ftay, 

Hie to the Gothesy and raife an army there, 
Andifyoulotienie,as 1 thinkeyou doe, 

Let’s kifle and part, for we haue much to doc. 

Exeunt* 

Lucius . Farwel! Andronicus my noble Father; 

The wofulft man that finer liude in Rome : 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucius come againe. 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life : 

Farewell Lauitna my noble filler, 

O would thou wert as thou to tore haftbene. 

But row nor Lucius nor Lawnia hues 
But in obliuion and hatefull griefes : 

If Lucius \itsc he will requite your wrongs, 

And make proud Saturmns and his Empreffc 
Beg at the gates like Tar quin and his Qiieene. 

Now will 1 co rheGothcs andraife apower, 

To be reuengd on Rome and Saturnine* 



Exit Lucius 



efTim Andr onion. 

Enter Lucius f onne an ^ Lauinia running after him, and 
the hyfises from her with hss baokesvnder 
hit at me. 

Enter Titus and Marcus . 

Piter. Helpe Grtmdfier helpc, my Aunt Lauinia, 
Followes me euery where 1 knoyv not why. 

Good V ncle Marcus fee how fwift fhc comes, 

Alasfweet Aunt,I know not what you meant. 

Marcu . Standby meZ,«e;W,doenot feare thine aunt. 

Thus. She loues thet boy too well to dothceharme. 

Puer. I when my father was in Rome fhc did. 

Marcus Whatmcanesrr.y Neece Lausniaby thefefignes? 

Titus. Feare her not Luc tus fomewhat doth fhe arcane. 
See Lucius fee, how much fhemakesofthee: 

Some whether would fbehauethec goe with her. 

Ah boy, Camilla neuer with more care 
Red to herfonnes then (he hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poetiy.andTulliesOratour J 

Canfl thou not geffewhereforelheplics thee thus? 

Puer. My Lord I know not I, nor can I geflc, 
Vnleflefomt lit orfreezie dopofleffe her: 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extremttie of grief es would make men mad. 

And I haue red that Htcuba of Troy, 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare 
Although my Lord, I know nsy noble Aunt, 

Loues me as dearc as eremv mothcr did, 

And would not but in fury fright tny youth. 

Which made me downe to throw my bookes sad flic, 
CaufTts perhaps jbut pardon me fwcet Aunt, 

And Madam, if my Vnelc Manses goe. 
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What Romane Lord it was durft do tbedcede ? 

Or flonke not Saturnine ,as T arquin crft, 

Tbatleft the Campe to finne in Lucrcce bed. 
i Mare, Sit downe Tweet Neece* brother fit dowflebyme; 
aipfolle ,P alias, Iotte , or Mercury , 

Infpire roe that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord lookc heere, looke heerc Lauinia, 

JJe mites his T{anti with hitfiajfe, and guides it 
with feete and mouth. 

This fandie plot isp!aine,gnideifthou canft- 
Thisafterme, I haue writmy name, 

Without the helpe ofany handat all. 

Curft bethat hart that forft vs to this fhift: 

Write thou good Necce, and heere difplay at laft^ 

What God will haue difeouered for reuenge, 

Hcauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine. 

That weroa-y know the tray-tors and the truth* 

She takes the ftaffe in her mouth, and guides ‘t with her m 
fiumpes, and writes * 

Titus. Oh doe ye read ray Lord what (he bath writ, 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius.- , , 

Marc. What, what, the lull full fonnes of Tamora, 
Performers of thishainous bloody deede? 

Titus. Magm Dommator poli, 

Tam Untus atsdts fceltra , tam lentus vides? 

Mara Oh calme theegentle Lord, although I know- 
Thcrcis enough written vpon this earth. 

To ftirre amutenie in the mildefl thoughts. 

And arme themindes of infants to exdaimes. 

My Lord kncelc downe with me,- Laumia knede. 

And 
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I will moft willingly attend your Ladyfhip. 

Mate . Lucius I will. 

Titus , How now Lauinia , Marcus wbatmeanesthis? 
Some booke there is that fhe ddires to fee : 

Which isitgirleofthcfeJopenthem boy. 

But thou arc deeper read and better skild. 

Come and take choy fe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy for.row,till the heauens * 

Reueale the datnhd contriuerof this deede# 

Why lifts fhe vp herarmesinfequence thus ? 

Marc. I thinke fhe meanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the fatt, I more there was : 

Or elfe toheauen fhe hcaues them for reuenge. 

Titus. Lucius what booke is that fhe tofleth fo .? 

Vuer. Grandficr tfs Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

eJMarc. Forloue ofher thats gone. 

Perhaps fhe culditfrom among the reft* 

Titus. Soft,fo bufily ft cturncstheleaues, 

Helpe her,what wo uldfhefinde? Lauinia fhall I rea d ? 

Tii is is the tragicke tale of Philomel, 

And treates of Tereus treafon and his rape, 

And rape I fcare was roote of thine annoy. 

Marc. See brother fee note how fhe quotes the Ieaues* 
Tttut. Lauinia, wesi thou thusfurpriz d fweetgirle, 
Rauiiht and wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forcdin the ruthltfle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 
Seejfeejlfuch a place there is where wedid hunt, 

(O had we newer, neuer hunted there) 

Patternd by that th c Poet heere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. G whyfhouldnaturcbuildfofbuleaden, 
Vnlcfle the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

T it. Gius fignes fwset girle for bcerc are nonebut friends. 

° What 
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And knecle fweete boy, the Rcmaine Heftorshope, 
And fwearewith me, as with thewofull feerc, 

And father of that chaft difiionoured Dame, 

Lord Iuuius 'Brutus fweare for Lvsrece rape. 

That we will prcfecuteby goodaduife 
Mortall reuegge vpon thefe tray terousGothes, 

And fee their blood, ordiewiththisreproch. 

Titus. Tisfure enough, and you knew how. 

But if you hun t thefe Beare whelpes then beware, 
TheDam will wake, and if file winde yo u once, 
Shee’s with the Lyon deepely (till inleague. 

And lulls him whilft file playeth on her back. 

And when he flecpes will file do w hat file lift. 

You are a young huntfman CMarcus, let it alone. 

And come I will go e get a leafe of brafle, 

And with a gad of fteele will write thefe words. 

And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde, 
Willbiow thefe fands like £>£<?/; leaues abroad, 

And wheresyour leflbn then, boy what fay you? 

Puerl fay my Lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fliould not be fafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men to the yoake ofRome. 

<JMarc. 1 1 hats my boy , thy father hath full oft, 

For his vngratefull country done the like. 

Puer. And Vnckle fo will I, and if I Hue. 

Titus. Comegoc with me into mine Armoric, 
lie fit thee, and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprcfl'e fonnes, 

Prefents that I intend to fend them both. 

Come, come, thoult do thyraeftage, wilt thou nafti 
Puer. I with my daggerin their bofomes Grandfiar, 
Titus. No boy not fo, He teach thee another courfe, 
Lautnia come, tJM arcus looke to my houfc, 

Lucius and lie goebraueitat the Court. 



of Thus Anirontcus". 

Imarry will we fir, and weelebe waited on. Exeunt* 
<JWarc. O hcauens lean you hearc a good man grone 
And not relent, or not compafiion him ? 

CMarcus attend him in hisextafie, 

That hath more fears offorrow inhishart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon hisbattredfhicld, 

But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuerge. 



Rcuenge the hcauens for old Andr emeus. 



Exit 



Enter Arotif Chiron and Demetrius at one d»re, and at another 
dore young Lucius and another , with a bundle of 
weaponsjand verges writ vpon them • 

£ hirers. Demetrius heeres the fonne of Lucius^ 

He hath fome mefiage to dcliuer vs. 

Aron . I fomemad meflage from his mad Grandfather. 
Puer. My Lords, with all the humblencsl may, 

I greete your honours from Andronieus , 

And pray the Romane Gods confound you both. 

'Deme. Gramercieloucly £«««/, what’s the newes? 

Puer. That you are both decipherd, that’s the newes. 

For villaines markt with rape. May it pleafe you, 

My Grand ficr well aduifde hath fent by me, 

Thegoodlieft weaponsofhis Armorie, 

To gratifieyour honourable youth 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay: 

And fo I do, and with his gifts prefent 
Your Lordfiups, when eucr you hauencede, 

You may be armed and appointed well, 

And follcaucyou both jlikc bloody villaines. Exit , 

Deme, What’s heere- a fcrole, and written round about? 
Let’s fee, 

integer vita fcelerifepte pur us. non e get maury iaculis nec arcus • 
Chiron , Otis a verfe in Horace y l know it Well. 
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‘Demet. But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Bafely infatuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafon Lord Demttrint, 

Did you not vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Demet . I would we had a thoufand Romane Dames 
At fuch a bay, by turne to ferue our luff. 

Chiron. A charitable wilh and full ofloue. 

Moore, Heerc lacks butyourmotherfor to fay Amerr, 
£hiron. And that would fhe fortwenty thoufand more. 
Demet, Comelctvs goeandpray toallthe Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray tothedeuils,thegodshaucgiuenvsouer. ' 
Trumpets found. 

*Dcm. Why do the Empetors trumpets flouri/h thus? 
Chiron. Belike forioy the Etnperour hath a fonne. 
Dime, Soft, who comes heere ? 

Enter Nttrje with n black* A Moore chi Lie. 

7^/tr. Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you fee Arontht 
Aren. Well, more orlefle,orncrea vvhrt at all, (Moore 



of Tim Andronim : t 

Heere Aron is, and what with Aren now ? 

Nttrfe, Oh gentle Aron, we are all vndone. 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermore. 

Aron, Why what a catterwalling doftthou kcepe. 

What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes? 

Nnrfit O that which I would hide from heauens eye, 

Our Empreflc lhame, and ftately Romes difgrace. 

She is ddiuer ed Lords, Hie is deliuered. 

Aron * TowhOmc? 

Nurfe* I meane fhc is brought a bed. 

Aron* Wei God giue her good red, what hath he fent her? 

yfurfe, A detrill, 

Aron. Why then £he is the Deuils Dam, a ioy full iflue, 

tfarfe. A ioyles, difmall , blackc, and forrowfull iflue, 
Heere is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft the faired breeders of our. clime, 

The Emprcfle fends it thee, thy ftampe, thy feale. 

And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers point. 

tMren* Zounds ye whore, is black fo bafe a hue s’ 

Sweet blows,you are a beautious blolTome fure. 

: Deme , ViHainewhat haft thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndene our mother. 

Aron , Villaine,lhaue done thy mother. 

Demet. And therein hellilh dog thou haft vndone. 

Woe to her chancc,andciambdlier loathed choycc, 
Accurft the offpring of fofoule abend. 

Chiron • It Hull not lute. 

Aron. Itfhallnetdie. 

Nnrfe. Aror. it mult, the mother wils it fo. 

Aron. WhatmuftitNurfe ? then let no man but I, 

Doe execution on my flefh and blood , 

Dem, He broach the tadpole on roy Rapiers point, 

Nnrfe giue it me, my fword fhall foone difpatch it. 
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At ok. Sooner this fwordlhall plow thy bowels vp. 

Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your biother i 
Now by the burning tapers oftheskie, 
l harlhone fo brightly when this boy was got, 

Hedies vpon my Setnitars fharpe point, 

1 hat touches this my firft borne fonne andheire . 

1 tell you younglings, not Enceladut, 

With all his threatning band of 7}p£(?»xbroode, 

Nor great Abides, nor the God of warre. 

Shall ceazethis prey out of hisfathershands: 

What, what, ye fanguine (hallow hatted boyes, 

Yee white-limbde walls, ye ale-houfe painted ligne*, 
Co!e-blacke is better then another hue, 

In that it fcornesto beare another hue: 

For all the water in the Ocean, 

Can ncuer turne the Swans blacke legs to white, 
Although fhelaue them hourely in the Hood : 

Tell the Emprefle from me I am of age 
1 okeepemineowne,cxcufeithow Ihecan. 

Demet. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftristhusT 

Aron. My mi flris i s my mill ris, this my felfe, 

The vigour, and thcpi&ureofmy youth ; 

This before all the world do Ipreferre, 

This mauger all the world will I keepe fafe, 

Or fome of y ou lhall fmoake for it in Rome. 

Demet. By this our mother is for euer fhamde. 

Chiron. Rome will defpife her for thi s foule cfcape. 

Nur/e. The Emperour in his rage will doome her death. 

Chiron, I blulh to thinke vpon this ignomie. 

Aron, Why theresthepriuiledge your beauty beam: 
Fie trecherous hue, that will betray with blu/hing 
Theclofe enafts andcounfels of the hart : 

Heeres a young lad framde ofanother leerc, 

Lookelio w the blacke flaue fmilcs vpon the father, 



o T irn Andromcui » 

As who fiiouldfay, old Lad Iamthineowne. 

He is vour brother Lords, fenfibly fed 
Ofthat felfe blood that firft gauelife to you. 

And from that wombe where youimprifoned were. 

He is infranchifed and come to light : 

Nay he is your brother by the furer fide. 

Although my fcale be {temped in bis face. 

7 (ttrfe. Aron what fhall I fay vnto the Emprefle* 

Demet, Aduifethee Aron, what istobedone. 

And we willalt fubferibe to thy ad mfe : 

Saue thou the childe fo we may all be fafe. 

Aron. Then fit we downeand let vs all confute. 

My fonoe and I will hauethe winde of you ; 

Keepe there, now talke at pleafure of your fafety.^ 

Demet. How many women faW this childe of his ? 

Aron. Why fobraue Lords, when we ioynem league 
I am a Larobe, but if you bratiis the Moore, 

The chafed Bore, the itiountaine Lyonefle, 

The Ocean fwells not foas .^frwiftormes : 

But fay againe, how many faw the childe# 

Nurfc. ComtUaylhz midwife and my felfe, 

And no one elfebut thedcliuered Emprefle. 

Aron. T he Emprefle, the Midwife, and your felfe, 

T wo may keepe counfell w hen the thirds away : 

Goe to the Emprefle, tell her this I fa-id, Be kills her, 

Weeke, w eck, fo cries a Pig ge prepared to th e fpi t. 

Demet. What meanft thou Aron, wherefore didft thou this 
Aron. O Lord fir,ti$ a deed of pollicie. 

Shall Iheliue to betray this gilt of ours ? 

A long tongu’dbabling Goffip, no Lords rio : 

And now be it knowne to you my fullmtent. 

Not farre, owtCMnlueus my Country-man 
His wife b ut yefternight was brought to bed, 
Hischildcisliketoherjfaireasyon arc : 
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Goepacke with him, and giue the mother gold., 

And tell them both the circumftanceof all. 

And how by this their childc /ball be aduaunftj 
And be recciuedfortheEmperourshcyre, 

And fubflituted in the place ofminc, 

Tocalmc thistempeft whirling in the Court, 

And let the Emperour dandle him for his owne. 
HarkeyeJLords,ye fecIhaucgiuen herphifick, 

And you tnuft iteedes bellow her funerall, 

The fields areneere,and you aregallantGroomcSi 
This done, fee that you take no longer daies 
But fend thsMidwifeprefently to me. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well made awayj 
Then let the Ladies tattle what they plcafe. 

Chtron, Ardftlfcc thou wilt not truft the ayre with fecretj. 
Bern*. For this care of Tamer a, 

Hcrfelfc and hers arc highly bound tothee. Exmt 

Aron, Now to the Goihes, as fwift as fwallow flics# 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine arnie*. 

And fccrecly to greete the Emprcfle friends : 

Come on you chick-Iipt-flaue, He bcarc you hence. 

For it is you that puts vs to our fhifts: 

He make you feed on berries, and on rootes, 

Andfcedeon curds and whay, and fuck e the Goat*, 

And cabbin in a Cane, and b ring you vp 

To be a warriour, and commaund a Campc. Exit. 

Enter Titus, old Marcus.,yo««^ Lucius, Mil eshergoitlemsn 
with borvcsjiinu Titus hearts the arrowes with 
Letters on the ends of them, 

Titus . Come M arcus, comc,kinfmcn this is the way. 

Sir boy letmcfcc yourarchcric, 

J-ookeyec draw home enough and tis there flraight, 

Term 



of Titus An&ronicui. 

Terris AJlrea Yeliquit, be you remembred Mar cut. 

Shees gone, fliees fled, firs take you to your tooles. 

You Cofens fhallgoe found the Ocean, 

And call your nets, happily you may ftnde her in the fea. 
Yet theres as little iufticeasatLand s 
No Publius and S empyemas, you muft doe it, 

Tisyou mud dig with mattock e, and with fpade, 

And pierce the irtmoft center of the earth. 

Then when you come to Piutees Region, 

I pray you deliuer him this petition,. 

Tell him it is for iuftice and for aide* 

And that it conies fromold Andronicut, 

Shaken with forrowes in vngratefull Rome. 

Ah Rome, well, well, I madethee mifcrable, 

What time I threw the peoples fuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me, 

Goegetyou gone, and pray bccarcfull all. 

And leaue you not a man of warre vnfearclvt. 

This wicked Emperour may haue lhipt her hence, 

And kinfmen then we may goe pipe for iufticc, 

Marc. O Publius is not this a heauie cafe 
T o fee thy noble Vncle thus diflraft ? 

Pubis. Therefore my Lords it highly vs concerned 
By day and night t’a trend him carefully : 
Andfcedehishumourkindcly as we may, 

Till time beget fomecarefull remedie. 

Marcus. Kinffnen,his forrowes are paft remedie. 

Joync with tire Gothos, and' with reuengefull warre, 
Take wreakeon Rome for this ingratitude, 
Andvengeance onthe tray tor Saturnine, 

Titus. Publms how now, how now my Maifiers, 

What haue you met with her? 

Pabli. No my good Lord, but Pluto fends you word, 

If you wall haue reuenge from hell you fhall, 
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Alarrie for lattice flic is fo imployd, 

Hethinkcswitb /o/ztfinheauen.orfomewhere clfe, 

So that perforce you mutt needs flay a time. 

Titus. Hedoth tee wrong to feed me with delayes, 
Ilediueinto theburninglake below. 

And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles. 

CZfarcui w e are b u t fhr u b s, no Ceda r s w e. 

No big- bond-men, framd of the Cyclops fize, 

But mettal A1arcus,Q:celetot,he very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs can beare : 
Andfith thercsnoiufticeinearthnor hell, 

We will folicite hcauen,and moue the Gods, 

To fend downe Iufticefor to wreakeour wrongs ; 

Come to this geare,you are a good Archer Marcus* 

He gates them the Arrows. 

Ad I ox cm, thatsfor you, here ad ApollonetUy 
Ad Martini) thats for my felfe, 

Here boy to P atlas, here to Mercury , * 

To Saturnine^ to Cams, not to Saturnine , 

You were as good to lhoote againtt the winde. 
Tooitboy , Mat cus loofe when Ibid, 

Oftny- word, I haue written to effeft, 

Thcrcs not a God left vnfolliated, . 

Marcus Kinfmen, /hoot all your {hafts into the Court, 
We will afflift the Emperour in his pride. 

Titus. Now Mailfers draw, oh well laid Lucius , 

Good boy in V rgoes lap, giue it Pallas. 
rJMarc. M y Lord, I aime a mile beyond the Moone, 
Your letter is with /»/>««• by this. 

Turn. Ha, \\^Pubhus, Publius, what haft thou done? 

See, fee, tboi haft fhot off one of Taurus homes. 

Manus. This wasthefportmy Lord, when Publius Shot, 

The Bull being gald, gauc Aries fuch a knocke. 

That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 
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Of old dffdrotiieus. And whit and if 
His forrowe* haue fo oucrw helmde his wits? 

Shall wc be thus affliftcd in his wreakcs. 

His fits, his frcnzie, and his bitternes ? 

And now he writes to heauen for his rcdrcfTc, 

Seeheeres to Ioue, and this to Mercury t 
This to Afollo , this to the God ofwarre r 
Sweet fcrowles to fiie about the ftreets ofRome, 

Whats this but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our vniuflice euery where? 

A goodly humour,isitnot my Lords? 

A s who would fay, in Rome no iuftice were s 
But iflliue, his fained extafies 
Shall be no flicker to thefe outrages. 

But he and his lhall know that iuftice liues 
In Satttrninus health, whome if he flcepe, 

Heele fo awake, as he in fury lhall 

Cut off the proud’ft confpiratour that Hues, 

Tamora, My gracious Lord, my \oue\y SttHrstirta 
Lord ofrny life, comtnaunder ofmy thoughts, 

Calme thee,ar.dbeare the faults of Titus age, 

Th’effetts of fotrow for his valiant fonnes, 

Whofc loflc hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart. 

And rather comfort his diftrefl'ed plight, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the heft 

For thefe contempts : Why thus it lhall become 

Hie witted Tumor a to glofe with all : 

But Titus I haue touched thecto the quicke. 

Thy lifeblood out : if Aron now bewife. 

Then is allfafe, the Anchor's in the port. 

Enter C’oW'ne. 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs ? 
CJotone. Yeaforfooth, and your Mifterfnip be Ercperiall. 
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Tamara. Empreffel am, but yonder fits the Emperour,' * 
CAewne . Tis he, God andSaint Stephen giue you good den, 
I haue brought you a letter and a couple of pigionsheere. 

He reads the Letter. 

Satur . Goe take him away and hang him prefently* 
Clowne. How much money mufl I .haue t 
Tamara. Comefirra.you muft be hanged. 

Clover e. Hangd,be Lady theivil hauebroughtvp aneck 
toafaireend. 

Exit. 

Satur. Difpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 
Shalllendurcthismonftrousvillany ? 

I know from whence this fame deuifeproceedes: 

May this be borne, as if his tray terous fonnes, 

Thatdide by law formurthcr of our brother, 

Haue by my meanes bene butchered wrongfully? 

Goe dragge tbevillaine hither by the haire. 

Nor age, nor honour, ("hall fhape priuiledge. 

For thisproud mocke lie bethy flaugbter man, 

Sly franricke wretch, that holpft to make me great, 

In hope thy felfe fhould gouerne Rome and me. 

Enter Nuntius Smilliut.. 

Saturn. What newes with thee EmiUim ? 

Emil. Armemy Lords, Rome neuer had more caufe. 
The Gothes haue gathered head, and with a pow er 

Ofhighrefoluedmen,benttothefpoylc, 

They hither march amaine, Ynder conduit 
Of Lucius, fonne to old Aadronicus , 

Whothreatsincourfeof thisreuengetodoe ^ 



e r Tim Andronkml 

As much as euer Ceriolamts did. 

Is warlike Lucius Generali ofthe Gothes, 

Thefe tydingsnipme,and I hang the head 

As flowers with froft, or graflebeat downe withftortnefc 

I now begins our forro westo approach, 

Tis he the common people louefo much. 

My felfe hath often heard them fay , 

Whenl haue walked like apriuateman, 

That Lucius baniihment was wrongfully, 

And they haue wilht that were their Emperour. 

Tamara. Why fhould youfeare,isnot your Gitty ftrong?- 
King. I but the Ci ttizen s fauour Lucius , 

And will reuolt from me to fu ccour him. 

Tamara. King, be thy thoughts imperiouslike thy name. 

Is the Sunne di'md, that Gnats do fiie in it ? 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to fing. 

And is not carefiill what they meane thereby, 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his wings, 

He can at pleafure flint theirmelodie. 

Euen fo mayeft thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpirit, for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt the old Andronicus , 

With words more fweet and yet more dangerous 
Then baites to fifh, or honny ftalkes to fheepe, 

When asthe one is wounded with thebaite. 

The other rotted with deliciousfeede. 

King. But he will not entreat his fonnefor vs. 

Tamor. If Tamora entreat hirn then he will. 

For I can fmooth and fill his aged eare, 

With golden promifes, that were his heart 
Almoft impregnable. his old yeares dcafe, 

Yet Ihould both eare and hart obey my tongue. 
Goethoubeforetobeour Embaffadour, 

Say that the Emperour requefts a parly 
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Of warlike Lucius, andappoint the meeting. 

King. Emillius doe this meflage honourably. 

And if he {land in bodagefor hisfafety, 

Bid him dcmaund what pledge will pleafe him bed. 
Emillius . ^ our bidding Hull I doecffeibually. 

Exiti 

T amor a. Now will I to that old Audronicut, 

And temper him with all the Art 1 haue, 

To pluckeproud Lucius from the warlikcGothes* 

And now fweet Empcrour be blith againe, 

And bury all thy feareinray deuifes. 

Satur. Then goefuccedantly and plead to him. 
Exeunt. 



Enter Lucius with an Army of g other , with 
Drum and S ouldiers, 

Lucius. Approuedwarriour$,and my faithfull friends, 
I haue receaued letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies what hate they beare their Empcrour, 
And how defirous ofour fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your titles witnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs. 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathc, 

-Let him make treble fatiffa&ioB. 

goth. Brauc flip fprungfrom the great Andronicusj 
Whofename was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 
Ingratefull Romerecjuites with foule contempt, 

Be boldein vs, week follow where thou leadft. 

Like flinging Beesin hotted Sommers day. 

Led by their maifler to the flowred fields. 

And beauengd oncurfcdTVrwwv?; 



of Tim Andronicus* 

And ashefaith, fofay we all with him. 

Lucius. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all. 
But who comes hcereledbyalufly Goth ! 



Enters Goth leading of Aronwith his child 
inhts armii. 



Goth. Renowned Lucius from ourtroups I flrajdj 
Togaze vpona ruinous Monafterie, 

And a$ I carnedly did fixe mine eye 
Vpont he waded building, fuddaincly 
I heard a childe cry vnderneath a walls 
I made vnto thenoyfe, when foonel heard, 

The crying babe controld with this difcouifc : 

Peace tawny flaue.halfe me, and halfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers look c, 
Villainethou mightft haue bene an Emperoim 
But where the Bull and Gow are both milk white, 

They nruer do beget a colc-blacke Galfe : 

Peace villainepeace, eiien thus he rates the babe, 
Forlmuft beare thee toa trudy Goth, 

Who when he kno wes thou art the Empreffe biibe^ 

Will hold thee dcarely for thy mothei s fake. 

With this my weapon drawne 1 rufht vponhim, 

Surprizd himfuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinke needcfull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate deuilJj 
Thatrobd Andronicus of his good hand: 

This is thePoarle thatpleafd your Etnprede eye. 

And hecres the bafefruitof his burning lnd, 

Say wall-eydflaue whether wouldd thou conuay- 
This growing Image of thy fhndlikeface ? 

Why dod. not fpeake? what deafe,nota word? 
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A haltet Souldiers, hang him on this tree, 
Andbyhisfidehisfruit ofBaftardie. 

Aron. Touch not the boy, he is of Royall blood, 

Luci. Too like the Syreforeuer being good, 

Firft hang the childethat he tnay fee it fprall, 

A fight to vexe the fathers foule withall. 

Aron. Get me a ladder , Lucius faue the childe, 

And beareit from me to the Empreffe : 

If thou doethis, lie fhew thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to hearej 
If thou wilt not, befall w Rat may befall, 
lie fpeake no more but vengeance rot you all. 

Latins ♦ Say on, and ifit pleaft which thou fpeakft, 

Thy childe fiaall liue, and I will fee it nourilht. 

Aron. And ifit pleafe thee? why affine thee Lucius, 
Twill vexe thy foule to heare what I fliall fpeake ; 

Fori muft talke of murchers, rapes, and mauacies, 

Arts of blacke nights, abhominable deeds, 

Complots ofmifchiefe, treafon, villanies 
Ruthfull to heare, yet pittioufly performd, 

And this fiiall all be buried by my death, 

Vnlefle thou fweare to me my childe (hall hue. 

Lucius . Tell on thy mindc,! fay thy childe fhall liue, 
Aron* Sweare thathe fhall, and then I will begin. 

Luctm. Who fhould I fweare by, thou beleeueft no God, 
That graunted, how canft thou beleeue an oath* 

Aron* What if I doe not, as indeed I doe not, 

Yet for I know thou art religious. 

And haft a thing within thee called conscience, 

With twenty popifh tricks and ceremonies, 

Which I haue feene thee careful 1 to obferuc. 

Therefore J vrge thy oath, for that I know 
An Idcotholdshis bauble for a God, 

And keepes the oath which by thatGodfaciweares, ^ 
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To that lie vrge him : therefore thou fbalt vow 
By that fame God, what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft, and haft in reference. 

To faue my boy , to nou rifh and bring him vp, 

Or elfe I will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius* Euen by my God I fweare to thee [will. 

Aron. Firft know thou, I begot him on the bmprelic, 
Lucius. Oh tuoft infatiatc luxurious woman ! 

Aron. Tut Lucius, this wSsWut a deede of chan tie. 

To that which thou fnalt hereof me anon, 

Twas her two formes that murdered e B*jJlanus % 

They cut thy fillers tongue md rauiftit her. 

And cut her hands, and u <^hera$ thou faweft. 

Lucius, Oh deCcftablcvillaine,caU’ftchou that trimming 
Aron* Why fhe waiwafht,andcut»andtrimd. 

And twas trim (port for them that had the doing of it, 
Lucius, Oh barberous beaftly villaines like thy felfe 
Aron. Indccde I was their tutor toinftrxiff them, 

That codding fpirithadthey from their mother. 

As fure a carde as euer wonne the fee : 

That bloody minde I thinke they learnd of me, 
Astrueadog ascuerfought athead : 

Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 

I traynde tby bretheren to that guilefull hole, 

Where the dead corps ofBofiianus lay : 

1 wrote the letter that thy Father found. 

And hid the gold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with iheQueene. andhertwofonnes. 

And what not done, that thou haft caufc to rue, 

Wherein 1 had no ftroke of mife hiefe in it. 

I playd the cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

Andwhcnlhadit drew my felfeapart, 

Andaln/oft brokemy hart with extreame laughter, 

I pried me th tough the creuie of a w all. 



When 
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When for h is hand he had his two Tonnes heads , j 
Beheld hr. teares,andlaught fo hardly, 

That both mine eyes were rainie like to his : 

And when 1 told the EmprdTcofthis fport, 

She founded almoftat my pleafing tale. 

And for my tidings gsue me twenty kifTcs. 

CjOth. 

What canft thou fay all this,an#neuer blufh? 

Aron, 

Ilikeahlacke doggeas the faying is. 

Lucius. 

Art thou not farry for elide hainous deedes» 

■A- OK. 

I that I hadnof done a thoufand more, 

Euennow 1 curfethe day, and yet i thinks 
Few come within thccompafle ofmy curfe, 
Wherein I did not fotiie notorious ill , 

As kill a man, oKnedetute his death, 

Haiiidij nia id, or plot the way to doe it i 
AccufeTome innocent, and forfwcarert.y fene, 

Set deadly enmity betweene two friends, 

Make p foremens catiell breake their necks* 

Set nrc on-barocs and liayflackes in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their teares 
Oh bane I digdvp dead men fromtheingraucs, 
And fit the to vprtghl' at their- deere friends doore, 
Eu:n when their forrowes alnsofl was forgoq 
A ndon their skinnes, as on the ha rke of trees, 
Hauc.vvith my knife caiutd lallonuiac letters. 



ofTitui Andronicui* 

Let not your fotrovv die, though I am dead. 

Tut, I hauedone a thoufand dreadfull thinges 
As willingly as one would kill a flic, 

And nothing greeu es mehamly indeede, 

But that I cannot doe tenne, thoufand more. 

Lucius. Bring downe the deuill,for he mull not die 

So fweet a death as hanging prefently. 

Aron. If there be deuils, would I wercadcuill. 

To Hue and burne in euerlafling fire. 

So I might haueyour company in hell 
But totormentyou with my bitter tongue. 

Lucius. Sirs flop his mouth, and let him fpeake no more. 
Enter Emillius » 



goth. My Lord there is a Meflcnger from Rome 
Defines to be admitted toyonr prcfcnce. 

Luetus. Lcthimcomeneere. 

Welcome £;«*//«*/, what’s the newes from Rome 5 
Sm'Ml. Lord Lucius^ and you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour greetes y o u all by met 
Arid for he vnderftands you are in Armes, 

He craucs a parly at your fathers houfe 
Willing you to demaund your hoftages, 

Andthey {hall be immediately deliucrcd. 

Goth. What faies our Generali? 

Lucius . Srmllius, let the Emperour giue his pledges 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncle Marcus , 

And we willcome: march away. ^ Exeunt. 



Enter Tnmora i 'a K ^ ^ er two fames difguifed. 



• Tamora. Thus in thisftrange and fadfcabilliasnentj 
I will encounter with Androntcus, 
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And fay, I am reuengefentfrombelow. 

To joy n.e with him and right his hainows wrongs, 
Kriccke at his ftudy where they fay he keepes, 
To ruminate ftrange plots of diere Reuenge, 

T ell him Reuengc is come to ioyne with him 
And worke confufion on his ene mies. 



They hytocke an d Tit ttt opens his fiudie dore' t 

Tuns. Who doth moled my contemplation ? 

Is it yourtricke to make me opethedorc, 

That fo my fad decrees may flic away. 

And all my ftudie be to no effect > 

You are deceaud, for what I meane to doe. 

See heere in bloody lines I hauc f.tdownej 
And what is written (hall be executed. 

Tamora. Titus? I am come to talke with thee* 

Thus. No not a word: ho w can I grace my talke, 
Wanting a hand ta giue that accord. 

Thou haft the ods of me, therefore no mote. (me 

Tamora. Ifthcu didft know inc thou wouldfl talke with 
Titus. I am not mad, I knowchce well enough, 

Witnes this wretched flump- witnes thefe crimfon lines, 
Witnes thefe trenches made by griefe and care, 

Witnes the tyring day andheauie night, 

Wnr.es all forrow that I know thee well 
Forourproud Emprcfle, mighty Tamora. \ 

Is not thy comroing for my ocher hand/ 

Tamora. Know thou fad man, I am not Tamora, 

She is thy eneroie, and I thy friend , 

I am R cuer.ge Cent from th’mfcrnal I Kingdom*, 

To eafethe gnawing vulture of'thy min tie. 

By working wreakefull vengeance on thy foes : 

Come 
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Comedowne and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Conferrewith meofmurderand ofdeath, 

There’s nota hollow Caue or lurking place, 

Novaft obfeurity or miftyvale. 

Where bloody murther or deteffed rape, 

Can couch for feare but I will finde them out, 

And in their cares tell them my dreadfull name, 

Reuenge, which makes thefoule offenders quake* 

Tstus. Art thou Reuenge, and art thou fent to me, 

To be a torment to mine enemies/ 

- Tamo, a. Iam, therefore come downe and welcome me* 
Ttttts. Doe mefomefeniice ere I cometo thee, 

Locby thy fide where Rape and Murder Hands* 

Now giue fomeftirance that thou art Reuenge, 

Stab cheroot tearethem on thy Chariot whedes. 

And then lie come and be thy Waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Prouid e thee two proper palfreies, as blacke as let. 

To h a t e t h y v engefu 1 1 W aggon fw iff a w ay , 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Caris loaden with their heads, 

I will difmount, andby the Waggon wheele, 
Trctlikeaferuilefootemanall day long, 

Eucn from Epeons rifingintheEaft, 

. Vntill his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day ile doe this heauy taske. 

So thou deffroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tamora, Thefe are my miniftetsand come with me. 
Tstus. Are them thy miniffers, what arc they call’d^ 
Tamora. Rape and Murder, therefore called fo, 

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kinde of men. 

Thus. Good Lord how likethe Empreffe Sonnes they arc 
And you theEmprefle : but we worldly men 
Haue roifcrable mad roifhking eyes-* 
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Tiiitu ■ Trlavcus my brother! ti s fa d Tit as call s, 

Goe gentle Adaicus to thy Nephew Lucius, 

Thou ib alt enquire him out among the Gothes, 
Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chic fell: Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him encatnpc his foulditrs where they are. 

Tell him theEaipcrourandt!ie Emprcfletco 
Fcaftat try houfe, and he fhall fe.all with them, - 
Thisdoeihau for my Inue.and fc lethim, 

As he regards his aged Fathers lif e, 
cJJdrir. This will I dec, and leone tetanic agalnei 



Tamers 
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Oh RveetReoengenowdoel come to thcee, 

And if one armes im bracement will content thec, 

I willimbracetheeinit by and by. 

Tamora. This doling with him fits his Lunacie, 

What ere I forge to feeds his braine-ficke fits. 

Doe you vphold, and maintaine in your fpeeches. 

For now he firmcly takes me forReuenge, 

And being credulous in this mad thought, 
lie make him fend for Lucius his fonne. 

And whilfl I at a banquet hold him furc, 

Hefindc fomecunniug prattifeotjt ofhaud 
To fcatteranddifperfe thcgiddie Gothes, 

O r at the leaf! make them his enemies : 

See heere he comes, and I muff ply my thearae. 

Ti ns. Long haue I bene forlorne,and all for thee. 
Welcome dread fury to my woefull houfe. 

Rapine and Murther you a re welcome too. 

How like the EmprefTe and her fonnes you arc, 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Could not all hellafFoord you fuch adeuill * 

For wdl I wotetheEmpreiTc neuer wags. 

But in her company there is a Moore, 

And would you reprefentour Queene aright. 

It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill : 

But weleomc as you are, what fhall we doe ?, 

Tamer a. What wouldfl thou haue vs doe Andronicut i 
Deme. Show me a murtherer lie deale with him. 

Chinn. Show me a villaine that hath done a rape. 

And I am fenc to be reuengd on him, 

Tamera. Show me a thouland that hauedone thee wrong, 
And I will be reuenged on them all. 

Titus. Looke round about the wicked ftreetsof Rome, 
And when thou findftamanthat’slikethy fclfe, 

Good murther flab him, hees a murtherer, 

Goe 



of Tim Andxonicw* 

Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To findeenothcr that i s like to thee. 

Good Rapine flab him,heisarauilher, 

Goe thou with them, and in the Empetours Court, 
THcrcisa Queene attended byaMocre, 

Well maift thou know hcrby r thy owne proportion. 
For vp and downefhe doth refemble thee. 

3 pray thee doe on them feme violent death, 

They haue b< ne violent to me and mine, 

T<smora. Well hall thou lefTond vs, this in all wedoc. 
But-wdnlditpleafi thee good Aftd'<micus f 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne, 

Who leades towards Rome a hand of warlike GotheS, 
And bid him conic and banquet at thy houfe, > 
When heis heere, eticn at thy folcrr.ne fcafl, 

1 will bring in the Emprtfle and her fonnes, 

The Emperour himfelfe, and all thy foes, 

Aedatthy mercy fliall they floopeand kneele, 

A ndon the m fhal 1 1 houca f e t h y a n gry liar c : 

What faies Android, us to this deuife i 



Enter Marcus. 
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Tawor. Now will I hence about thy bufines, 

And take my minill ersalong with me. 

Titus. Nay,nay,letrapeandtiiurderftay withmc. 

Or els He call my brother backeagaine. 

And deaue to no reuengc but Lucius, 

T, tm, What fay you boy es, will yoH bide with him, 
Whileslgoe tell my Lord the Emperour, 

How lhaue gouornd our determind ieft, 

Yeelde tohis humour, fmooth and fpeake him fairc. 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Tans. I know them all, thou gh they fuppofc me mad; 
And will ore-reach them in theyr o wne deuifeJ, 
Apayreofcurfed hell-hounds and their Dam. 

Heme. Madam depart atplcafure,leauevsheerc. 

T amor a. Farewell Atsdronicus, rcuenge now goes 
To lay acomplotto betray thy foes. 

Titus. I know thou dooft, and fweete reuenge farewell. 

Chiron* Tell vs old man, how fhall webeimployd, 

Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doc, 

Publius come hether, Cuius, and Valentins , 

Publius. What isyour will ? 

Titus. Know you thefc two? 

P^.The Emprefle tonnes I takcthctD, Chiron, D esuetritu, 

Titus. Fie Publius fie, thou art toomuch deccaudc, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name, 

And therefore bindc them gentle Publttts , 

Casus and V dentine, lay hands on them, 

Qft haue you heardme wifli for fuch an houre, 

And now I finde it, therefore bindc them fure. 

And flop their mouthes if they begin to cry. 

Chiron. Villaines forbearc, we are the Emprefle fonnes. 

Publius, And cherefore do we what we are commanded. 
Stepclofe their mouthes, let them not fpeake a word, 

Is he fure bound ? lookc that y on binde them fa ft. 

— . JkfitSY 
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Enter Titus Andrcnicus with a knife, and Lauini a 

with aBafon. 

Titus. Come, come Laumia, looke, thy foes are bound, 

Sirs flop their mouthes, let them not fpeake to me, 

But let them heare what fearefull words I vtter. 

Oh villaines, Chiron and Demetrius, . 

Here Hands the fpring whome you haue flamd with mud. 
This "oodly Sommer with your Winter mixt. 

You kild her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two of her brothers were con demnd to death , 

My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweet hands, hertongue, and thatmore deere 
Then hands or tongue, her fpotlefle chafti ty, 

Inhumaine tray tors, you conftraind and forft. 

What would youfay if I fhould let you fpeake ? 

Villaines for fhameyou could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches how I meane to martyr you, 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilft that Lauinia tweene her flumps doth hold 
The Bafon that receauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother mcanes to feaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuengc, and thinkesmemad. 

Harke villaines, I will grinde your bones to dull. 

And with your blood and it lie make a pa tic. 

And of the pafte a coffen 1 will rcarc. 

And maketwopafties ofyour fhamefull heads. 

And bid that ftrumpet your vnhallowcd Dam,' 

Like to the earth fwallow her o wne increafe. 

T his is the feaft that 1 haue bid her to. 

And this the banquet fhe (hall furfet on, 

For worfe then Philomel you vfdemy daughter, 

And woafe then Progne I will be reuengd, 

K ' A no 





The moil lamentable T rage die 

And now prepare yeurthroats: Lduinia come, 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead, 

Let me gee grind^their bones to powder fmalU 
And with this hateful l liquom* temper it, 

AneLin that pafte let their vilce heads be bakee. 

Come, come, be euery one officious, 

To make this banket, which I wi h may proue 
More fterne and bloody then the Cer.taurcsfeaft* 

He curs their throats. 

So now bring them in, for lie play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother comes. 

Exeunt* 

Enter Luctmy^farcut^ and the g other. 

Ltic'tttu Vnckle miarcu*, fince tis my fathers minde 
That 1 repaire to Rome, I am content# 

goth. And ours with thine befall what Fortune will. 
Lucias . Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous Moore, 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Lethim receaue no fullenance, fetter him* 

Till he be brought vnto the Etnperours face,. 

For teftimony of her foule proceedings t 
Andfecthc Ambtilb ofour friends be ftrong, 

1 fearc the Emperour meatus no good to vs. 

Moore. Some deuill whifper curfes in mine care. 

And premptme that my tongue may vtter forth, 
Thevenemousmalliceof my fwelling heart. 

- Lucius. Away inhumane dogge, vnhal lowed flauc, 

Sirs, belpe our vnckle to conuey him in, 

The trumpets fhew the Emperour is at hand. 

Sound T rumpetSf Enter Erupt four andEmpref e, with 
Tribunes ana oihens . 

Km. VVhat.hath.the firmament moefunnes then one? 

Lucius > 



of Tim Androntcui. 

' Lucius. Whatbootesitthectocallthyfelfeafunne? 

Marcus, Romes Emperour andNcpheW breake theparle 
Thefe quarrels mud be quietly debated, 

The feaft is ready which the carefuil T it us , 

Hathordained to an honourable end, 

For peace, for loue, for lcagucand good to Rome : 

Pleafe you thereforedraw nie and take your places. 



Sound trumpets center Titus like it Cooke, placingtbemcMe et* 
the Table, and Laittnia Veitb a vatic ouer her f ace ‘ 

Titus, Welcom my graeiou$Lord,wclcom dread Queen 
Welcome ye warlike Gothcs, welcome Lueiut , 

And welcome all, although the cheere be poorc. 

Twill fill your ftomaeks, pleafe you eat of it* 

Satur. Why art thou thus attired Androntcut ? 

Tttus. Becaufcl would be fure tohaueall well, 
Toentertaine your highnesandyour Emprefle, 

Tam* We are beholding to you good Andronicettt 
Titus. Andifyourhighnesknewmy heart, you were, 

»My Lord the Emperour refolu e me this, 

Was it well done of raflb Vir^tmus, 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becaufe fhc wascnforft,ftaind, and deflowrde? 

■ Satur* It was And* omens. 

Tttus. Your reafon mighty Lord ? 

Satur . Becaufc the girle flio uld not fururuc her fiiame. 
And by her prefence ftill renew his forrowes, 

7»t»/ r Areafcn mighty,fi:rong,and effedtuall, 
Apattcrne^refident.and liuely warrant. 

For memoft wretched to performe the like. 

Die, die Lauinia , and thy fhame with thee. 

And with thy fhame thy Fathers forrow die. he kills her ♦ 

Saturn. What haft thou d ouc, vnnaturall and vnkinde? 

K 2 Turn. 
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Tit . Kild her for whome my teares hauc mabe me diind, 
I am as wofull as T^ir^i ius was, 

Andhaucathoufand times more caufe then he. 

To doe this outrage, and it is now done, 

Ktng. What was (he rauifiit? tell who did the deede. 
Tins. Wilt pleafe you cat, wilt pleafe your highnes feed/ 
Tam. Why haft thou flaine thineonely daughter 
Thus. Natl, twas ChironainA Dememtit. 

They raui Hit her, and cut away her tongue, 

Andthey.twas they, that did her all this wrong* 

King. Got fetch them hether to vs prefently, 

Titus. Why there they are bot h , baked in tha t pie, 
Whereofthcir mother dainriliehathfcd. 

Eating ihefleftithat fhe herfelfe hathbred.. 

Tis true, tis true, witnes my kniue s Tharpe point, 

ffsftabstbe Emprefe. 

Empe « Diefranticke wretch for thisaccurfed deec 
Lucius. Can the Tonnes eye behold his father bleedc? 
There’s mcede for recede, death for a deadly deede. 

Marcus. You fad fac’d men, people and fons of Rome, 
By vprores feuerd like a flight of fowle, 

Scattred by windes and high tempeftious gufb, 

Oh let me teach you how to knitagaine 
This fcattred car ne into one mutuall fhcaffe, 

Thefe broken limbs againeinto onebody. 

RemanLord. Let Rome herfelfe be bane vn to herfelfe, 
And fhee whome mightie kingdotnes curlxe to®, 

Like a forlornc and defperate caft aw ay. 

Doe fhamefull executionon her felfe. 
Butifmyfroftiefignesand chaps of age, 

Graue witnefles of true e xperience, 

Connot induce you to atten d my words, 

Speake Romes dcerc friend, as erft our Anceftor, 

When 
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When with his folemne tongue he did difeourfe 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending eare, 

The ftory ofthat balefull burning night, 

When fubtile Greekes furprizd KingPriamsTroyi 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewitcht our eares. 

Or who hath brought the farall engine in 
That giues our Troy, our Romcthe ciuill wound. 

My hart is not compact of flint nor fteele, 

Nor can Ivtter all our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Cratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance euen in the time 
When it (liould moue you to attend me moft, 

Lending your kind commiferati on. 

Heereis a Captaine let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake. 

Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you. 
That curfed Cbiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours brother, 

A nd they it were that rauifhedour lifter, 
Fortheirfellfaultsour brothers were beheaded. 

Our Fathers teares defpifd, and bafelv coufend,’ 
Ofthat true hand thatfought Romes quarrell out. 
And fenther enemies vnto the graue, 

Laftly my felfe vnkindly banifhed. 

The gates lliuton me and turnd weeping out. 

To beg reliefeamongRorr.es enemies, 

Who drownd their enmity in my true teares, 

And opt their attnes to imbracc me as a friend, 
and I am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 

That haue prefertid her welfare in my blood. 

And from her bofometookethe enemies point. 
Sheathing the fteele in my aduentrous body. 

Atis ryouknow I amno vaunterl, 

bars can witnes, dumb although they are* 
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That my report is iuft and full of truth, 

Butfofe.rnc thinkcsldoedigreflc too much, 

Cyting my worthies praife, Oh pardon me. 

For w hen no friends are by, men praife themfelues. 

Mxrctt. Now is my turne to fpeake: behold this childe,' 
Of this was Tamora deliuered. 

The iflueofan irreligious Moore , 

Chicfe Architcft and plotter ofthefe woes, 

The villaine is aliue in Titttt houfc, 

And as he is to witnes this is true. 

Now iudge what courfehad Titus torcuenge, 
Thefe'wrongsivnfpeakeablepaftpacienec, 

Or more then any liuing man could bcarc. 

Now you hauc heard the truth, what fay you Romanes? 
Haue we done ought amifleMhow vs wherein, 

N And from the place whereyou behold vs now. 

The poofc remainder o(^4ndronieie 

Will hand in hand all headlong caft vs downe, 

And on the ragged Rones beat forth our br aines, 

And make a mutuall clofureof our houfc : 

Speake Rotnaines fpeake, and if you fay we fiiall, 

Lee hand in hand Lucius and 1 will fall. 

Ermlhus. Come come thou rcucrentmanofRorac, 

And bring our Emperour gently in thy band, 

Lucius our Emperour for well I know. 

The common voyce doe cry it ffrall be fo. 

Marcus. Lucius, all hai le Ron es roy all Emperour, 
Gocgoe into old 7 /f«jforrowfullhpufe, 

And hi th cr hale that misbelieutng CMoore* 

To be adiudgdfome direfull flaughtering death, 

Aspunilhment for hismoll wickedlife. 

Lhc‘us2A\ naile to Romes gracious Gouernour. 

Lucius. T hankes gentle Romanics may I gouernclo, 

To heale Romes hatmc s.aad wipe away her woe : ^ 




of Tim Andronicm* 

But gentle people giuemeaime a while, 

Fornature putstnc to aheauie taslce, 

Stand all aloofe.but Vnckle draw you neere* 

To fned obfequious tcares vpon this trunke, 

Oh take this warroekifTe on thy pale cold Ups, 
Thefeforrowful drops vpon thy bloud-ilaincface. 

The hR true duties of thy noble fonne. 

±711 arc. Tearefor teare,andlouingkiueforkme, 

Tby.brother tenders onthy lips, 

Oh were the ftimrce ofthefe that I flaould pay, 
Countleffeand infinite, yet would I pay them, 

Lucius. Come hither boy come, come and learneor VS, 
To melt in fho w ers.ihy Grandfier loud thee well. 

Many atimehedaunfttheeon hisknee. 

Sung thee afleepe, his lowing breaftthy pillow j 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meete and agreeing with thine infancie, 

Inthatrefpett then, likea louing childe, 

Slied yet fome fmall drops fiotn thy tender fpring, 
Becaufe kindc nature doth require it fo. 

Friends Qiould afibciate friends in griefe and woe. 

Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue. 

Doc them that kindnes, and take leauc of them. 

Puer, G Grandfier, Grandfire,euen with all my hart. 
Would I were dead foyou didliueagame. 

C Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 

My teares will choake me it 1 ope my mouth. 

Romams. You fad An lrontcie haue done with woes, 
Giue fenttnee on this execrable WTetch, 

That hath bene breeder ofthefe direeuencs. 

Lucius. Set him bieafldeepein earth and famiflihioa 
There let him Hand and raueandcry for foodc, 

If any one releeucs or pitties him, 

For t he offencs he dies, this is our doomc. 
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The moji lament a!>le Tugejie 

Some flay to feehimfaftned in the earth. 

■A'on. Ah why fhould wrath be mute, andfury dumb? 
lam no baby I, that withbafepraiers 
I liiould repent the euils I haue done, 

T en thoufand worfe then euer yet I did, 

Would I performcifl might haue my will, 

Ifone good deed in all m y life I did, 

1 doe repent it from my very fonle. 

Lucius. Some louing friends conuey the Empetour hence 
And giue him buriall in hisfathers graue, 

My father and £<j«<»t4lhall forthwith 
Be doled in our houiholds monument : 

As for that hano us Tiger 

No funerell rite, nor man in mourncfull weeds, 

No mournefull bell lhall ring her buriall . 

But throw her forth to beads and birds to prey,; 

Her life was beaftly and deuoid ofpitty. 

And being fo lhall haue like want of piety . 

See iuftice done on Aron that dambd Moore , 

By whome our heauy haps had their beginnings 
Then afterwards to order well the ftate. 

That like euents may ncr’cit ruinate. 
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